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INTRODUCTION. 


HER£ are Hctircely .my known umteriula of 
which to frame even an outline of the 
biograpliy of John Webstei. We know 
not where he was Ijorn, nor, precisely, 
when ; but thei’e is an entry in the logi^ter of the 
parish church ot St. LeouartVs, Shorediti h—“Married i 
John Webster and Isaliell Sutton, 25 tJuJy, 151)0,”— 
which Mr. Collier, an author by no means used to jump 
to conclusions, identifies witli our pof‘t, adding * “ oui 
principal reason for thinking that it may refer to him 
that elsewhere in the register he is sometimes called 
merchant-tailor, a description he himseli Jissumed.” 
Alice, the daughter of this pair, was haptizgd at St. 
Leonard’s, 9th May, 1606. Gildon, in his Lives of the 
Boete, tells us that Webster was clerk of the parish of 
Bt. Andrew’s, Holborn; and as Gildun’s 1>ook was 
published in 1698—conjocturally, but half a century 
after Webeter’s death—he may have proceeded upon 
vaiid information in his statement. The name of 
Webster, it is true, does not occur in the registers of 
|i)ie ehuTch of that parish; but the clerkship being in 
Ihe ^Ift of the rector, the vestry register could afford no 


^ J. 1^. CdlUer; libmoirsof thePriooipalActcntiiiithePlays 
dt SbakeBpearej imblidhed by the JShakespeare Sot^y, 18w. 
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direct evidence upon the subject. It does, however, 
furnish indirect evidence that Webster had ceased, or 
had not commenced, to be clerk of the parish in 1629; 
for under the date 15th June, 1629, occurs this entry:— 
“It is agreed that Mr. Smith, the derke of this pariah, 
shall have a lease,*' &c. Webster, in whatever connec¬ 
tion, was also a member of the Merchant Tailors* com¬ 
pany, as he himself informs us on the title-page of his 
Monument of Honour, which he there sets forth as 
“ invented and written by John Webster, Taylor.” Mr. 
Dyce’s minute researches have discovered three John 
Websters who were made free of this Company between 
1571 and 1617 ; but there is no sort of indication by 
which we may identify any of these three tailors with 
John Welister the dramatist. Indeed, as the Monument 
of Hmmir was printed in 1624, its author, if one of the 
three at all, could only have been the John Webster 
who “Luiie Decimo Septimo die Novemb. Anno D®. 
1617, was made free by Henry Clinckard his M'.;” for 
the next auteceding John Webster dates back so far as 
1576. Mr. Dyce, further, produces from the Prerogative 
Court the will of one John Webster, clothworker, who 
died 5th August, 1625; but John Webster, the poet, 
lived, we may almost venture to afSrm, many years after 
that period. There is another suggestion^—not obvioudy 
reconcileable with clerkship or clothworkership,butmore 
probable in itself than either—that he augmented the 
then small gains of dramatist by the much more prcdt- 
able employment of actor.^ There remains to be 

^ Thus writes, m 1613, Henir Parrott, in his ** Laquei 
Ridiculosi, or Springes for Woodoockes 
** Theatrum lacentia, 

** Ootta*8 become a player, meet men know. 
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mentioned one other occupation which Webster is said 
to have filled—that of College Tutor. In the year 1654, 
appeared a tract entitled Academiarum Exainen^ or the 
Examinafion of Aeadenties. Wherein ie Hienmed and 
exammed the Matter, Method,, and C^istomes of Aea- 
demtck and SrhoJastich Learning, and the inenfteieney 
thereof discovered and laid open : As also some 
Expedients proposed for the Reforming of Schools, and 
the perfecting and proinotin^ of all land of Science, 
Offered to the jwlgements of all those that love the pro- 
fieiencie of Arts ami Sciences, and the advancement of 
Learning, By Jo, Webster, This John Webster^ Mr. 
Collier, in his Pmtkal Decameron, seeks to show was 
John Webster, the dramatist; but Mr. Dyce, upon 
more elaborate investigation, has, with apparent success, 
identified him as the John Webster who, after having 
been in holy orders, became a practitioner in physic at 
Clitheroe, in Lancashire, and was the author, also, of 
3f%c Saints* Guide, The Displaying of supposed Witch¬ 
crafts and other works. However, one of the two replies 
to this pamphlet is entitled : Hisfrio-Mastix. A Whip 
for Webster (as ^tis conceived) the Quondanf Player^ or 
An examination of one John Webder^s Etamen of 
Academies, Stc ,; wid, in its course, occurs the passage: 
•‘This Mr. Webster {as I suppos^ is that Poet whose 
g^orj was once to be the Author of Stage-plaies (as the 
Devils Law-case) but now the Tutor of Universities.” 

And will no longer take each toyling psines; 

For here’s the spring (saith he) whence pleasnree flow» 
A]^ brings them damnable excejmve. games.** 

It should be ad^d, however, that Mr. Collier, in his lives 
of the Actors in rlhakespeare’s Plays, while relating that 
Weheter hVed in Hotywell Street, among the acton, donbts 
whether he ever trod the stage himself. 
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Mr. D 3 X 0 lias made out a verj" fair case for proving 
tliat the authors of this diatribe, who conceived and 
“supposed” that the "Webster whom they were assailing 
was “Webster the quondam plaier/’ knew perfectly 
well “that tlieir advoi'sary was not the dramatist; and 
threw out the supjKKsition of their being the same 
person, as a likely means of bringing disemlit on the 
former in times of canting and hyp(»cnijy.” ^ Thia^ 
however, is perfectly clear to the present Editor, that 
the writers of HistruhMa'ttU would not, for the very 
sake of their sneer, ha\c “eomeived’’ or “supposed” 
any such identity as that malignantly suggested, had 
not John Webster, the quondam jilayer, been still 
alive, and had he not, .ilso, been unmeeted m someway 
W'ith one of the universities—perhaps he had been a 
teaclier of elocution there. However, whatever may 
have been the other occupations by which he made up 
a living, he luu^t, on the supposition that he was in 
existence so late as 1654, have commenced writing for 
the stage very earl} ; for in Heuslo^ve’s Diary^ we find 
tliis entry :—“ Lent unto Williain Julie, the 3 of Nov- 
embr, 1601, to bye stamell clothe for a clock for the 
Gwisse—Webster—iij, li.” 

“ The name of Webster (wTites Mr. Colher) is inter¬ 
lined, perhaps in a different hand ; but there is little 
doubt that this distinguished dramatist at this date 
either rc-wiote, or made some extensive alterations and 
additions to, Marlowe’s Massacre al Paris; in the 
next entry it is called by Henslowe, not the Chiiee^ as 

* Memoir prefixed to lice’s edition of WibtAer^s ITorJhr, IWu 

^ The Diary df Philip JBenMowe, from 1591 to lfiO9,jEffixit0d 
from the original Manuscript preserved Si| Bulwieh Collsg^ 
•dUted ^ J. Bftryne CdUier, F.SJt. London, printed 
for ^e Shakespeare Sodety, 1846. 
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in the Memorandum i)of()re um , but Tite Mamat^re of 
France” It may l>e oliservod, inde(‘d, tliat the name 
Webster is liere written correctly, while in the first 
entry, where tlie name oceura in the undoubted inniiu- 
flcript of Honslowe, it is spelt IVebenfer , but the old 
curmudgeon’s orthogra]>hy in the nomenclature, whether 
of his ]>lay8, or his playwrights, or his “ littell tayllors,” 
was so irregular in its iiiaecnraey, that no deduetion can 
be formed from tins < ireumstanee. In the dedication 
to his Derir» Late Caae^ Webster himself mentions that 
he had written a play (‘ailed The (ruiite, and this may 
very possibly have been, as Mr. ColIi(‘r further on con¬ 
ceives, the V4‘ry ])iece referred to by TIenslowe. A [day, 
reeoi’ded by llenalowe as The Unyei^^ was acted for the 
first time on 30th Jan. 1503; and this ^Ir. Collier 
conceives t* have been, in all probability, The Mamsaere 
of FartSf by Marlowe, who was killed six months after¬ 
wards. Whether, howev(*r, lIenHlow«‘’8 Game of the 
3id Nov. 1601, his Ma^aher of Franet^^ of the next 
item in his Diary, and his Gtct^eof the 8th Nov. 1601, 
was his Umjeji of the 30th Jan. 1593, and Marlowe’s 
play, or whether it yras a new play by Webster on the 
same subject, or a rt'constmction of Marlowe by Web¬ 
ster, BO largely augmented and so materially altered 
that the latter thought himself, in later years, entitled 
to record Tfte Guise os a play of liis own, none now 
can tell; for there is extant, or, at least, known to be 
extant, no play by Webster on the subject.^ 

The next occasion on which Webster’s name appears 
in Henslowe’s Diary, is in the year 1602, when under 
date ^ the 22 of Ma^,” the worthy manager notes that 

^ Mr» GUchrist saggests that this play of Ouist may be 
Pukt oj which, as by Henry Shirley, was entered 

the bo(dte of the Stationers' Company, Sept 9,1661. 
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he has “ Lent luito the Conipanye, to geve unto 
Antoney Monday, and Mihell (Michael) Drayton, 
Webester, My del ton, and the Kest, in earneste of a 
JBoocke called Hesern Falley the some of v“.” What 
this Omar's Fall may have been, cannot now be deter¬ 
mined, for there is no such play among the extant 
works of Monday, Drayton, Webster, or Middleton. 
What poets, too, may have Ijeeii mcluded by Mr. 
Henslowe among *' the Kest,” to whom, with tlie lour 
writers named, he doled out his i>5, it is equally 
impossible to decide. feJliakespeare's Julius Owmr was 
written, according to Mr. Coiher, m 1603 ; and 1 do 
not imagine it had anything to do with the iSesers Fall 
in question. Old Henslowe would scarcely have 
Bc^ueezed out his i>5 until he had ascertained that pro¬ 
gress was made with the play he was giving earnest for. 
However, these entries manifest that, so far back as 
1601 and 1602, Webster was engaged in writuig for 
the stage, and in very good company. .Next, in the 
same year, we have this entry in Henslow'e’s Diary :— 
“Lent unto Thomas Downton, the 29th of Maye 1602, 
to pay Thomas Dickers (i. a. Dekker), Drayton, 
Mydellton, Webester, and Mondaye, in full payement 
for ther playe called the too harpes the some of hj h.^’ 
Nothing beyond this entry is known of the Two 
Haiyies thus preposterously orthographized. There is 
no trace of any such play having ever been printed. 
Next comes:—“ Lent unto Thomas Hewode, the 21 of 
Octobr 1602, to pay unto Mr^ Dickers, Chetteil, Smythe^ 
Webester, and Hewode, in fulle payment of ther playe 
of Ladye Jam, the some of v“. x*,*’ This play, it ia 
believed, no longer exists, at all events under the title 
td Lady Jane ; .liVLt it must have been decidedly sue* 
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cessful, for, six daysjafterwards, namely, Sn the 27th 
October, 1602, we find the glowing record in Hens- 
lowe :—“ Lent unto John Ducke, to give unto Thomas 
Deckers, in earneste of the 2 pt. of Lcuiye Jam^ the 
some of V*.” As Dekker’s name alone appears in this 
characteristic item, it may be inferred that he had 
borne the chief share in the aiitliorship of the first 
part. Mr. Dyce is inclined to l>elieve that a play 
called The History of Sir Thomas Wyat^ which was 
printed in 1607 as tiio joint production of Dekkor and 
Webster, was merely made up of the fragments of 
Lady Jane j but whether this sup[) 08 ition bo comet, 
there is no known fiict to determine. Certiiinly Lady 
Jane Grey is a prominent personage in The History of 
Sir Thomas Wyat. John Webster was very busy for 
Master Henslowe just now:—“Lent unto Thomas 
Hewode and John Webster the 2 of Novembr 1602, 
in earneste of a playe called Oyrsinnas mnes hut once a 
yeary the some of iij".” Christmas comes hut once a 
Year is unluckily, so far as is known, a lost play; and 
we are, therefore, for our present purpose, the less 
concerned to infer from subsequent entnes that Web¬ 
ster did not go on with the drama to its completion, or 
had, at all events, less and less .to do with it:—“ Lent 
unto John Deweke, the 23 of Novembr 1602, to pays 
unto harye chettell and Thomas Deckers, in pte of 
paymente of a playe called Crysmas comes hut once a 
yeare, the some of xxxx*.*’ And again :—“ Pd at the 
apoyntment of Thomas Hawode, the 26 Novembr 1602, 
to Harey Chettell, in fuUe paymente of a playe called 
Oryeamae cornea hut once a yeare, the some of xxxx*/’ 
i find no farther record of Webster in Henslowe'a 
Diaiy, or, indAd, elsewhere, until 1604, when on the 
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title-page of a second, ^or reissued first, edition of 
Marston’s MaUontmty liis name appears as the author 
of “ Additions played hy the King’s Maiesties Seruants.” 
What these additions were cannot now be px*eci8ely iden¬ 
tified ; they are all included, of course, in the edition 
of Marston’s Works, wliich, produced under the care of 
Mr. ITalliwell, forms part of the present series of Old 
English Authors. ^Fr. Dilke, however, in his notice 
of Webster (Continuation of Dodsley’s Old Plays, vol. 
V.) consideis that the Induction to the Mdlrimtent is 
all that really appertains to Webster ; and accordingly 
it has been thouglit desirable, for the sake of com¬ 
pleteness, to reprint the Induction in this edition of 
Webster’s Works. 

The Ifisfone of Sir Thtmms Wijat was, as I have 
mentioned, presented in the year 1607 ; in which year 
also were iniblished the ivorks of our author, in con¬ 
junction with Dokker, Wesfirard Hoe and Northward 
Hoe. Jloth of these ]days, however, had been at that 
time on the stage for at least a couple of years. West- 
ivard Hoe, us Mr. Dyce points out, is thus adverted to 
in the Prologue to Chapman, flonson, and Marston'l 
Eastward Hoe, printed in 1605 :— 

“ Not out of envy, for there’s no effect 
Where there’s no cause; nor out of imitation, 

For we have evermore been imitated; 

Nor out of our contention to do better, 

Than that which is oppos’d to ours in title; 

For that was good, and better cannot be. 

And for the title, if it seem affected. 

We might as weU have called it, God you good evmi 
Only that eastward, westwards still exceeds; 

Honour the sun’s fair rising, not his setting. 

Nor,” Ac. 

Westward Hoe and Northward Hoe full,” wiitea 
Mr. Dyce, ** of life and bustle, and exhibit as curiotta ft 
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picture of the manners and customs of the tini(‘ as we 
shall anywhere find. Tljough hy no means pure, they 
are comparatively little staineil by that grossness from 
which none of our old comedies arc entirely friMi.” 

Next, so far as is now known, aj»peared in print, TIis 
White Devil; nr, the Trarferhj of Paulo Giurdaiut Ursini 
Duke of Brachiano; with the Life and Death tf Vitioria 
Ccn*ornlH)ua^ the famom Venetian Curihan. Aded by the 
Queens Servant)^ at the Phfenu\ Drury-Lane. This was 
in 1612. When the play had been first acted there 
are no ineiins of ascertaining; but the author, in his 
preface, writi's as though its liroduction had boon 
inauspicious:—“Only,'’ says he, “since it was acted in so 
dull a time of winter, presented in so o))en and blank 
a theatre, that it wanted (that which is the only grace 
And setting out of a Tragedy) a full and underetanding 
auditory.” We may (vssume, however, that it Was first 
acted at no distant periixl antecedent to its publication. 
It was reprinted in 1631, again in 1665, and f^{ain in 
1672, in each case in the 4to. form. And well, by “its 
terrible graces,” did it merit these rejieated triumphs. 

Tfie White Devil and The Duchess of Malfy,^* writes 
iny father,^ “upon the whole, perhaps, come the merest 
to Shakespeare of anything we have upon reCord.” 

Of The White Devil Charles Lamb writes •?—“ This 
^^hite Devil of Italy sets off a bad cause so speciously, 
and pleads with such an innocence resembling boldness 
tha**. we seem lo see that matchless beauty of her face 
which inspires such gay confidence into her, and are 
ready to expect, when she has done her pleadings, that 

^ Lec$wru on the Dramatic Literature of the Age of Miza- 
hetk, Teniplemaxif'^liiO. 

^Spxmaaaof Dramatic Poete, 
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her very judges, her accusers, the grave ambassador* 
who sit as spectatois, and all the court, will lise and 
make profler to defend her, in spite of the utmost con¬ 
viction of her guilt; as the sheplienls in Don Quixote 
make proti'er to follow the beautiful shepherdess Marcela, 
‘ without making any i)rolit of her manifest resolution 
made in their heuring.’ 

** So sweet and lovely does she make the shame 
Which, hke a canket in the fragrant rose, 

Does spot the beauty of their budding name.'* 

1 never saw anyUiing like the funeral dirge m this 
play for the death of Marcello, except tlie ditty which 
reminds Ferdinand of his drowned father in tlm Tempest, 
As that is of the water, watery; so this is of theoaj;!^ 
earthy. Both have that iiiteiiseness of feeling 
seems to resolve itself into the element which it 
coiitemplatos. 

“ Ill a note on the Spanish Tragedy in the Specimens, 
1 have said that there is nothing in the undoubted 
plays of Jonson which would authorise us to suppose 
that he could have supplied the additions to Hieronymo; 
1 suspected the agency of some jxitent spirit. 1 thought 
that Webster might have furnished them. They 
seemed full of that wild, solemn, preternatural cast of 
grief which bewilders us in the Duchess of Matfy, Oil 
second consideration, 1 think this a hasty criticism.^ 
They are more like the overflowing gi^efs and talkkig 
distraction of TUm Andronieus, The sorrows of the 
Duchess set inward; if she talks, it is little more thaa 
soliloquy imitating conversation in a kind of bravery/’ 
What Webster wrote between thi| period and 1613t 
none, it may be coojectuied, now cui teU, any wm 
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what he did. In that year we have extant from 
his pen an elegy on the Prince of Wales, entitled, 
A Monumental Cohimne^ everted to the Iwiiuj Memory 
of the ever yloriuus Heuryy tote Pnure of WaleH^ which, 
although not without merit, might liuvo l)een written 
by a much inferior hand. 

11 w Ikichess of Matfy^ Wobster’h second great play, 
was first acted, as Malone conjectures, in 1610. It must, 
at aU events, have been acted for somc^ jtime prior to 
March 16, 1618-19, for on that day the eminent tra¬ 
gedian Burbadgo, who had hlled the part of Fvrdimiul 
in the play on its iiist ])rodu(‘tioii—as lie liad filled that 
of Brachiano in I'he White Devil —died. ^^The 
DtUchesft of Alaift/j^sAy^ Ha/litt,' “is not, m my judg- 
quite so spirited or eilectual a performance as 
Ij^iAi^mhite Devil But it is distinguished by the same 
kind of beauties, clad in the same terrors. I do not 
know but the occasional strokes of passion are even 
profounder and more 8liakspearean; but tlie story is 
more laboured, and the horror is accumulated to an 
overwhelming and insupportable height.” 

“ All the several parts of the dreadful apparatus with 
which the death of the Duchess is ushered in, (wntes 
Charles Lamb,) the waxen images winch counterfeit 
death, the wild masque of madmen, the tomb maker, 
the bellman, the living person’s dirge, the mortiheatiou 
d^irees, are not moi'e remote from the conceptions 
of ordinary vengeance, than the strange character of 
Bufiering which they seem to bring upon their victim 
is out of the imagination of ordinary poets. As they 
are not like inflictions of this life, so her language 
not of tbie world. She has lived among horroia 

^Ibid. 
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till she is become ‘native and endowed into tliat 
element.’ 8he speaks the dialect of despair; her tongue 
has a snatcli of Tartarus and the souls in helL To move 
a horror skilfully, to touch a soul to the quick, to lay 
upon fear as much as it can bear, to wean and weary a 
life till it is ready to drop, and then step in with mortal 
instruments to take its last forfeits: this only a Welister 
can do. Inferior geniuses ‘ upon horror’s head horrors 
accumulate ; ’* but they cannot do this. They mistake 
quantity for qucdity ; they ‘ terrify babes wdth painted 
tlcvils ; ’ but they know not how a soul is to be moved. 
Their terrors want dignity, their atfrightments are 
without decorum.” ^ 

The play was revived in 1622, and jirinted in 4to. in 
the following year under this title :— Ti\e Tragedy of 
tb(^ Duicbessp of Malfij. -4*- it was inrsmicd jprivafly 
at the Black-FrievSy and jmhluiuehj at the (flohe^ hy the 
King's Majesties Servants. The perfect and 
CgppHy with diverse things printed^ that the length 'of 
the play would not heare in the iwesentwent. 

There were ivprints in 1640, 1678, and 1708, all in 
4to. 

Next, in point of date, but very remote in matter of 
genius, comes The Devils Law-case, or, When Women 
goe to Law, the Devil is full of Businesse: A Neitv Trage^ 
comeedy. The true and perfect Copie from the OrigmeiB* 
As it was approved well acted hy her Majesties Serva^^s, 

This play, as Mr. Dyce points out, must have beeit 
written but a short time before it was presented; etnee 
there is, in the fourth act, an evident allumon to the 
massacre of the English by the Dutch at Amboyna, i|L 
February, 1622. “The play, 

^ Spteimem eJt DratneUie Poets, 
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jJLy, and met with success. It is partly taken from 
the Huioirei^ admivabhs of Goulart, hut the circum¬ 
stance of Romelio’s stabbing Contarino from malice, 
and its turning out to his preservation, seems liorrowed 
from the story of Plioereua tTason, related by A^ilerius 
Maximus, lib i. cap. 8.” 

Webster’s next ascertained appearance in print was 
as the “inventor” of a City Pageant. In 1624 was 
published a painpbh't with the following formidable 
title:— 

Monumo7it» o/ Honor. Dvnurd from rnnarlabh' 
Aniujuifi/, and Celebrated in the Honorable CUy of 
LondoUy ai the sole Munijirent ekanje and ej'jwnees if 
tile Right Worthy amt Worshiifall Fraternity of the 
Eminmt Metchanf-Taylors. iJirectal i7i tJteir moSf 
affectionate LoWy at the Conjirmathm of their right 
Worthy Brother John (rcrre in the High OJice of His 
MaieMies LtueU^nt oner this His Royal! Chamber, 
Expressing m a Magnificent Tryumphy all the Pageants, 
Chariots of Glory, Temples of HonoVy besides a specious 
and goodly Sea Tryumph, as well parfif'iilarly to the 
Honor of the City aw generally to the Glory of this 
our Kingdome. Invented and W'riiten by John Webstei’ 
Mei*ehanUTaylor. Non norunt lime mommenta mori. 
Printed at Londmi by Nicholas 01 es. 1624, 4/o. 

This pamphlet became so rare that Nicliols was 
imaUe to obtain the sight of it for his Progressesy and, 
as Mr. Fairholt, writing in 1843, relates, “ tlie only 
copy known to exist was in the possession of Mr. Heher, 
and it formed lot 1638 of the fourth part of his sale, 
whefe it was purchased by Mr. Kodd for £6 26. ^d .; 
ftKm whom it pl|§|4 matchless collection of 
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the Duke of Devonshire. ” By his Grace’s characterieNao 
liberality Mr. Dyce was enabled to print it as a supple¬ 
ment to his edition of Webster’s Works: the same 
kindness, now once more invoked and most gratefully 
acknowledged, has enabled me to reprint the Pagmnt 
in these volumes. 

Appim and Virginia^ which Mr. Dyce estimates so 
highly as to conceive that ** there are readers who will 
prefer it to any other of our author’s productions,” was 
not printed until 1654, when Webster, though, as we 
have conjectured, still living, must have been in very 
advanced years. The play, therefore, possessing as it 
does considerable power, must, presumably, have been 
written at a much earlier period, though at what period 
it is impossible to determine. As little can it be 
ascertained when were written two other plays which, 
in 1661, Francis Kirkman, the publisher, sent forth to 
the wtirld as the joint i)roduction of John Webster and 
William Rowley. These were severally entitled:— A 
Cure for a CuckM : A Pleasant Cotnedy. As it hath 
been smeral times acted with great applause. Written 
hy John Webster and William Rowley. 

The Tlnacian Wonden'. A Comical Histonj^ as it hath 
been several times acted with great applause. Written 
by John Webstei' and William Roioley. 

In the prefaces to these publications, Kirkman 
explains, as will be seen in their place, or, at aU events, 
seeks to explain, how it was that they had not till then 
made their appearance. As to the validity of the pub¬ 
lisher’s statement, there is certainly every probability 
that a person laying himself out at that ^e **of happy 
restoration,” and when “ we have hill^the private stage 
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Kirkman phrases it, in contradistinction from the 
stage of public affairs) for some years clouded, and under 
a tyrannical command,’’ might very easily have collected 
together a vast number of manuscript plays, as well as 
manuscript compositions of other sorts, too light in their 
nature to have pleased the powers that lately had been. 
One of these plays, A Cure for a Cuckold is, assuredly, 
not a White Devily nor a Duchess of Malfpy —would it 
were! but neither is any other of Webster’s known 
works on that proud eminence; and there is, still, quite 
enough matter in it to render Kirkman’s attribution of 
it to our author sufficiently plausible. It is further to 
be observed, with regard to this play, that, had the 
publisher been really guilty of imposture in this iden¬ 
tification, he might readily have been denounced by the 
very many persons who, as he himself says in the 
preface to the comedy, “remembered the acting of the 
play, and said that it had pleased generally well.” A 
great deal had passed since 1649, but only eleven years. 
Mr. ICirkman very judiciously makes no mention, in 
relation to the Thracian Wond&i'y of any one’s remem¬ 
bering it as Webster’s work, or of its “having pleased 
generally well.” The annals of dramatic, as of other 
literature,present, no doubt, too many instances^of “dull 
lines” by the hand of genius writ; but it is difficult to 
believe that such a stream of dulness as the course of 
the ThraMan Wonder exhibits, could have flown from 
the pen of a dramatist far inferior even to Webster. 
Still, the Thrcbcian Wonder was, at no remote period 
from Webster’s death, distinctly assigned to him by the 
publi^er of The Cure for Cuckolds; and a modem 
editor would scailely be justified in wholly rejecting 
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this OovticaJ History from a collection of Webster's* 
Works, T therefore include the Thracian Wonder in 
this edition ; classing it, however, as a play attributed 
to m> author. In the same category, 1 venture also to 
print, iK)w for the first time collectively, a play which, 
so long since as 1687, Winstanley attributed to Webster: 
The Wmhibf (joeih to th( Walt. It is very true that the 
authority of Winstanley is by no means irrefragable, 
and that three other plays which, in the same place, he 
assigns to Webster, haAc been since identified as the 
woiks rf'spectivel} of thrcf' other writers. There is, 
however, one argument to be derived from this appa¬ 
rently adveise piemiss, that wherea's the three other 
plays in question have been more accurately appro¬ 
priated, the play of The ircfl/*^/ gorth to the IfhtZf has 
not, and that, in default of other claimant, Webster still 
remains entitled to whatever merit the reader may find 
in this i)lay. In some matters the rule is : when you 
are in doubt, omit. With legard to the collection of 
an aufhor’s works, the rule, if strictly observed, 'would 
ha^ e reduced many full folios to diminutive duodecimos; 
for of whom among our elder authors, from—^iii rank— 
Shakespeare down to Settle, have there not been grave 
doubts as to this, that, or the other production ? Upon 
the authority, then, of Winstanley, who surely was not 
invariably wrong, and which, at least in this instance, 
has not been disputed, I give The Weakest goeth to the 
Wall as a play attributed to Webster. 

Wliat other jdays than those now enumerated Web¬ 
ster wrote, we know not. All that are extant by hie 
liand are given in the present edition. Besides his lost 
dramas, of which mention has beeij^ made, there is a 
record, in the Official Register of Sir Henry Herbert^ 
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of ^ a newe tragedie called a Laie Murther of the eonn 
Spon the Mother, written by Forde and Webster/’ of 
which, as Mr. Dyce truly observes: “when we consider 
how well the terrible subject was fitted to the powers 
of the two writers, we cannot fail to regret the loss.” 

The following “character’^ of Webster by the inge¬ 
nious Mr. Henry Fitzjeifrey, author of Notes from 
Blaokftyers, 1620 , is too ludicrous to be omitted;— 

But h’st I with him crabbed ( Websterw), 

The play -Wright, cart-wright - whether? either ho^ 

No further. Look'e as yee’d bee lookt into : 

Sit as ye woo’d be read : Lord! who woo’d know him? 
Was ever man so man^’d with a Poem 'f 
See how he drawes his mouth awry of late, 

How he scrubs: wrings his wrests: scratches his pate ; 

A midwife I helpe ? By his hraims coitm 

Some Ceutaure strange: some huge Bucephalus, 

Or Pallas fsure) ingendred in his braine. 

Strike, Vulcan, with thy hammer once againe. 

This is the crUtick that (of all the rest) 

I’de not have view mee, yet I feare him least, 

How’s not a word cursivdy I have writt. 

But hee’l industriously examine it; 

And in some 12 monthes hence (or there about) 

Set in a shameful! sheete my errors out. 

But what care I ? it will be so obscure, 

That none shall understand him (I am sure).’’ 

With regard to the present Edition of Webster’s 
Works, I can only say that' I have applied my best 
endeavour to reproduce, as nearly as may be, what I 
concrive Webster to have written. There are a few 
passages—^more especially in ITie History of Sir Thomas 
ir^<--^which the gross blunders of his printer have 
eonveited, what the author must have meant to 
say, into absolute nonsense. These—^unable, by the 
exercise of the most careful consideration, to correct— 
I have left as I fonAd them; making, at the foot of the 
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page, suggestion of a meaning when such has occurred 
to me. In other cases, the substitution of, as I coi^ 
ceived them, obvious words serving to remedy the no¬ 
meaning created by the printer, I have ventured, in all 
respect, to introduce those words, retaining, at the foot, 
the text sought to be corrected, so that the reader may 
judge for himself between it and the proposed emen¬ 
dation. 

In several of the plays, the printers, for economy of 
space, at a time when these publications were sold at a 
very low charge, have made sad work with the author's 
text, by running line after line of poetry into prose. It 

is, of course, by no means easy, if possible, to restore 
this prose to the metrical arrangement framed by the 
author, and it is more than probable that any editor 
must fail, in some instances, to determine the exact 
construction of the original. I trust, however, that, 
with the aid of my able predecessors, I have succeeded 
in aiTanging the text of Webster nearly as he conceived 

it. As to the spelling, no service was to be rendered 
to literature by retaining the orthography of Webster, 
or, rather, perhaps, of his printers, alike inconsistent 
with itself and with accuracy ; worse than useless for 
any glossological purpose; and very perplexing to the 
reader. I have, therefore, in common with the pre¬ 
ceding editors of Webster, observed the existing standard 
of spelling throughout. The notes I have prepared 
are intended almost solely to explain obsolete words 
and expressions, and to elucidate, briefly, allusions to 
men and manners which, however effective at the time, 
would now^ose their point, but for some such notices. 
Where these notes are adopted from the researches of 
my predecessors, I have, 1 beUeve in aU cases, acknow- 
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ledged the obligation. For those notes to which no 
name is attached I am myself responsible. I have 
gratefully to acknowledge the assistance which, in all 
these respects, I have derived from the labours of Mr. 
Dyce, who has done so much to restore our elder poets 
to their due place of honour. So, if the present bio¬ 
graphy of Webster should be found more satisfactory, 
as fuller, than any previous memoir, it is materially 
owing to the labours of my friend Mr. Collier, whose 
large contributions—with him a labour of love—to the 
Shakespeare Society Publications have, in late years, 
thrown so much unexpected light upon the dramatic 
literature of the age of Elizabeth. 


W. HAZLITT. 
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SIR THOMAS WYAT.i 


^ Enter ]!^orthumberland and Suffolk. 


Suffolk, 

OW fares the king, my lord ? speaks lie 
cheerly % 

North. Even as a dying man, whose life 
o Like to quick lightning, which is 
Ho sooner seen but is extinct. 

Stiff’. Is the king’s w’ill confirm’d ? 

North. Ay, that’s the point that we level at. 

>^But 0, the confirmation of that will: 

’Tis all!—’tis all! 

Suf. That will conlirm my daughter que®n. 

North. Right; and my son is married to your daughter. 
My lord, in an even plain way I will 

^ The copy, from which th^resent edition of this pla^has 
been prepared, is in the King’s library at the British 
Museum. The play was never reprinted until it was in¬ 
cluded by Mr. Dyce in edition of Webster’s works, 1880. 
There is no distribution into Acts or Scenes, nor have 1 
presumed to make any in the text. In the notes, however, 
1 have marked tli| scenes, and their locality. 

^ Socen L Weraninster. 
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Derive^ the crown unto your daughter’s head. 

What though the king hath left behind 
Two sisters, lawful and immediate heirs, 

To succeed him in his throne : lies it not 

In our powers to contradict it 1 

Have we not tlio king and council’s hands unto it f 

Tut, we stand high in man’s opinion 

And the world’s broad eye. 

Enter Sir Thomas Wvat. 

SuF^ Here comes Sir Thomas Wyat. 

North. Sir Thomas booted and spurr’d ! 

Whither away so fast ? 

Wyat It boots me not to stay. 

When in this land rebellion bears such sway. 

God’s will, a court! ’tis chang’d 
Since noble Henry’s days. 

You have set your hands unto a will; 

A will you well may call it: 

So wills Northumberland, so wills great Suffolk, 
Against God’s will, to wrong thoi&e princely maids. 

North. Will you not subscribe your hand 
With other of the lords—not with me, 

That in my hands surprise^ the sovereignty ? 

Wyat. I’ll damn my soul for no man, no, for no man. 
Who at doomsday must answer for my sin % 

Not you, nor you, my lords. 

Who nam’d Queen Jane, in noble Henry’s days t 
Which of you all durst once displace his issue 1 

^ i. e. Make to descend. ^ 

s <( To take in the deed doing. ’’-htotoiuvi. 
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^ My lords, my lords, you whet your knives so sharp 
To carve your meat. 

That they will cut your fingers. 

The strength is weakness that you build upon. 

The king is sick,—God mend him, ay, God mend him!— 
But were his soul from his pale body free, 

Adieu, my lords, the court ^ no court for me. [JKnYr 
North, Farewell, I fear thee not. 

The fly is angry, but he wants a sting. 

Of^ all the council, only this perverse 
And peevish lord hath only denied his hand 
* To the investing of your princely daughter. 

He’s idle, and wants power : 

Our ocean shall these petty brooks devour. 

Here comes his Highness’ doctor. 

ErUer Doctor. 

Suff. How fares his Highness 1 
Doct, His body is past help: 

We have left our practice to the divines, 

That they may cure his soul* 

Suff, Past physic’s help * why then past hope of life. 
Here comes his Highness’ preacher: 

Life, reverent man— 

Enter Preacher. 

Preach, Life, life, though death his body do dissever; 
Our king lives with the King of Heaven for ever! 
North, Dead! Send for heralds, call me pursuivants; 

^ i. e. Then this court would be no court for me. 

* ^e origflal has ‘and,’ an evident misprint. 
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Where's the king-at-arnis ? In every market-town 
Proclaim Queen Jane. 

, Suff. Best to take the opinion of the council. 

North. You are too timorous : we in ourselves 
Are power sufficient: the king being dead, 

This hand shall place the crown on Queen Jane's head. 
Trumpets and drums, with your notes resound 
Her royal name, that must in state be crown’d ! 

[^Exeunt, 

Fmter Guildford and Jane. 

(ruild. Our cousin king is dead. 

Jane. Alas, how small an uin contains a king ! 

He that rul’d all even with his piincely breath, 

Is forc’d to stoop now to the stroke of death. 

Heard you not the proclamation ? 

Guild. I hear of it, and I give credit to it: 

What great men fear to be, their fears grow greater. 
Our fathem grow ambitious. 

And would force us sail in mighty tempests. 

And are not^ lords of what they do possess. 

Are not thy thoughts as great 1 

Jane. I have no thoughts so rank, so grown to head. 
As are our fathers’ pride. 

Troth, I do enjoy a kingdpm, having thee, 

And, so my pain be prosperous in that, 

What care I though a sheep-cote be my palace, 

Or fairest roof of honour 1 

Guild. See how thy blood keeps course with mine: 
Thou must be a queen, ay me, a queen! 

ML 

^ i. e. Are not content to Dl. 
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flattering bells, that shrilly sound 
At the king’s funeral, witli hollow hearts, 

"Will cowardly call thee sovereign; 

For indeed thou wouldst prove but an usurper. 

Jane. Who would wear fetters, though they were all 
* of gold. 

Or be sick, though his faint brows 
For a wearing nightcap wore a crown ? 

Thou must assume 

A«^tle that goes on many feet; 

Bu?'<ds an office 

Wherei^the hearts of scholars and of soldiei’S 
Will depeih^^pon thy hearse. "Were this rightly scann’d, 
We scarce sluf^Jd find a king in any land. 


S & i ' Arundel. 
lappy reign 

Attend the new Majesty of England ! 

Jane. To whom, my lord, bends this your awe 1' 
Arun. To your grace, dread sovereign; 

You are, by the king’s will, and the consent 
Of all the lords, chosen for our queen. 

Jane. 0 God ! methinks you sing my dijath 
In parts of music’s loudness : 

/Tis not my turn to-rise. 


Hnier Northumberland, Suffolk, with the purse and 

the mace^ with others. 

JVbrfA The voice of the whole land speaks in my tongue: 
It is concluded your majesty must ride 

^ i. e* SubmissionA The original has atte, which if it 
mean am is unmeanmg here. 
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From hence unto the Tower, there to stay 
Until your coronation. 

Jane. O God ! 

Suff. Why sighs your majesty 1 

Jane. My lord and father, 1 pray tell me. 

Was your father’s father e’er a king 1 
Suff. Never, and it like your grace. 

Jane. Would I might still continue of his line, 

Not travel in the clouds ! 

It is often seen, the heated blood 

That covets to be royal leaves off ere it be noble. 

My learned, careful* king, what, must we go ? 

(hiilvf. We must, 

Jane, Then it must be so. 

North. Set forward, then. 

[u4 dead marchy arid jpats round the stage, 
and Guildford speaks. 

Guild. The Tower will be a place of ample state: 
Some lodgings in it will, like dead men’s sculls, ^ 
Remember us of frailty. 

We are led with pomp to prison. 

Jane. O, prophetic soul 1 

Lo, wo ascend into our chairs of state, 

Like funeral coffins in some funeral pomp 
Descending 2 to their graves ! But we must on. 

How can we fare well to keep our court 
Where prisoners keep their cave ? 

\A flourish. Exeufd omnes, 

^ i. e. presumably, full of, or threatiMsd with oare, 

* l.e. Our apparent ascent is, in realiljv u pmnpoua desoeatu 
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1 fnter Quebn Mart, mth a prayer-book in het' handy 

like a nun. 

Mary, Thus like a nun, not like a princess bom. 
Descended from the royal Henry’s loins, 

Live I environ’d in a house of stone. 

My brother Edward lives in pomp and state; 

1 in a mansion here all ruinate. 

Their rich attire, delicious banqueting, 

Their several pleasures, all their pride and honour, 

I have forsaken for a rich prayer-book. 

The golden mines of wealthy India 
Is all as dross compared to thy sweetness: 

Thou art the joy and comfort of the poor ; 

The everlasting bliss in thee we find. 

This little volume, enclosed in this hand. 

Is richer than the empire of this land. 

Enter Sir Henry BBDiNaFiELD. 

Beding. Pardon me, madam, that so boldly 
I press into your chamber: 1 salute 
Your highness, with the high style of queen. 

Mary, Queen 1 may it be 1 
Or jest you at my lowermg misery % 

Beding, Your brother king is dead, 

And you the Catholic queen must now succeed. 

Mary, I see my God at length hath heard my prayer. 
You, Sir Harry, for your glad tidings, 

Shall be held in honour and due regard. 

^ 8oene in at FramUngham Castle, whither, in 1553, the 
Princess Mary had rgjked. 
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Enter Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyat. Health to the Lady Mary ! 

Mary. And wliy not Queen, Sir Thomas ? 

Wyat. Ask that of Suffolk duke, and great North¬ 
umberland, 

Who in your stead hath crown’d another. 

Mary. Another queen, Sir Thomas, we alive. 

The true imme<iiate heir of our dread fatlier ! 

Wyat. Nothing more true than that, 

Nothing more true than you are the true heir. 

Come, leave tliis cloister, and be seen abroad; 

Your very sight will stir the people’s hearts, 

And make them clieerly for (Jueen Mary cry. 

One comfort I can tell you: the tenants of the dukes 
Northumberland and Suffolk denied their aid 
In these unlawful arms \ 

To all the council I denied my hand, 

And for King Henry’s issue still will stand. 

Mary. Your counsel^ good Sir Thomas, is so pithy, 
That I am won to like it. 

Wyat. Come, let us straight from hence, 

From Framlingham. Cheer your spirits. 

I’ll to the dukes at Cambridge, and discharge them all. 
Prosper me, God, in these affairs ! 

I lov’d the father well, I lov’d the son, 

And for the daughter I through death will run. 

[Exeunl omnes, 

^ Enter Northumberland, Suffolk, Brett, md 

Soldiers. 

North, Where’s Captain Brett ? 

^ Scene ill. At LoHlon. 
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prett. Here, my lord. 

Suff, Are all our numbers full ? 

Brett, They are, my lord. 

Suff, See them arraign’d: ^ I will set forward straight, 
Noiih, Honourable friends, and native peers, 

That have chosen me 

To be the leader of these martial troops, 

To march against 

The sister of our late dead sovereign; 

Bear witness of my much unwillingness 

In furthering these attempts. I rather joy 

To think upon our ancient victories 

Against the French and Spaniard, whose high pride 

We leveil’d with the waves of British shore. 

Dyeing the haven of Britain^ with guilty blood, 

Till all the harbour seem’d a sanguine pool. 

Or we desire these arms were now to w’^ar 
’Gainst the perfidious northern enemy. 

Who, trembling at our first shock, voice, and sight, 
Like cowards turn’d their backs with shameful flight. 
But those rich spoils are past: w’ are now to go. 

Being native friends, against a native foe. 

In your hands we leave the queen elected : , 

She hath seizure ^ of the Tower. 

If you be confident, as you have sworn 
Yourselves true liegemen to her highness. 

She no doubt with royal favour will retnunerate 
The least of your deserts. Farewell: 

My tears into your bosoms fall; 

^ Arranged, or set in order. ^ Brity in the original, 

% Possession. 
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With one embrace I do include you all. c 

Arun, My lord most lov’d, with what, a mourning 
heart 

I take your farewell, let the after signs 
Of my employment witness. I protest, 

Did not the sacred person of my queen. 

Whose weal I tender as my soul’s chief bliss, 

Uig^e my abode, I would not think it shame 
To trail a pike where you were general. 

But wishes are in vain ; I am bound to stay, 

And urgent business calls your grace away : 

See on my knees I humbly take my leave, 

And steep my words with tears. 

Noilh, Kind Anindel, I bind thee to my love : 

Once more, farewell. 

Arun, Heavens give your grace success ! 

Commend us to the queen and to your son: 

Within one week, I hope, war will be done. 

Brett. Come, my lords, shall us march ? 

North. Ay, ay, for God’s sake on ; 

’Tis more than time, my friends, that we were gone. 

[Exeunt mnnes, 

^ Entei' Treasurer and Porter. 

T? ’eas. What ho, porter ! open the gate. 

Porten'. I beseech your honour to pardon me, 

The council hath given strict command 
Not any shall pass this way. 

Treas. Why, you idle fellow, am I not sent 
Upon the Queen’s affairs, commanded by the lords 1 
And know you not that I am treasurer t 

^ Scene iv. At Baynard’s^ Castle. 
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Q>xue| open the gate: you do you know not* what. 

Poiier. Well, my lord, I do adventure, on your word, 
The duke’s displeasure ; all the council-board 
Besides may be my heavy enemies ; 

But go a God’s name ; I the worst will prove, 

And if I die, I die for him 1 love. 

Treas, I thank thee, and will warrant thee from death. 
Is my horse ready 1 
Porter. It is, my lord. 

Treas. Then will I lly this, feaiful council-board. 

\Ejcit Ti'easurer. 

Porter. My heart misgiven mo 1 have done amiss; 
Yet being a councillor, one of the number, 

Nothing can prove amiss. 

Now shall I know the worst; 

Here comes l^rd of Arundel. 

Enter Ahundel. 

Amn. Porter, did the lord treasurer pass this way 1 
Porter, But now, my gracious lord. 

Arun, Ungracious villain, follow. 

Bring him back again : 

If not by fair means, bring him back by force., 

And hear you, sirrah, as you go, wilP the lord mayor. 
And some aldermen of his brethren. 

And some especial citizens of note, 

To attend our further pleasures presently. 

The tr^urer fled; the duke’s but newly arrested; 
Some purpose on my life to cross their plots : 

Well set strongwatches, see gates and walls well manned 


* Direct. 
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’Tis ten to one but princely innocence ^ ^ 

Is these strange turmoils* wisest violence. [Exmnt. 

1 Enter Winchesibr, Arundel, and other Lords ; the 

Lord Treasurer hieeling at the councildaUe. 

Arm. Though your attempt, lord treasurer, be such, 
That hath no colour in these troublous times 
But an apparent purpose of revolt 
From the deceas’d king’s will and our decree, 

Yet, for you are a councillor of note. 

One of our number, and of high degree, 

Before we any way presume to judge. 

We give you leave to speak in your behalf. 

Treae. My lord, the business of these troublous times, 
Binding us all still to respect the good 
Of commonweal, yet doth it not debar 
Private regard of us and of our own. 

The general weal is treasui’d in your breast, 

And all my ablest powers have been emiiloy’d 
To stir them there; yet have I borne a part. 

Laying the common troubles next my heart. 

My oversight in parting^ without leave 
Was no contempt, but only for an hour, 

To order home affairs, that none of mine 
In these nice times should unto faction climb. 

Arun. Nay, my good lord, be plain with us, I pray; 
Are you not griev’d that we have given consent 
To Lady Jane’s election ? 

Ti 'eaa. My lords, I am not, 

* Scene v. The Council Room, ^^nard’s Castle. 

® Departing. ^ 
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Arun. Speak like a gentleman; upon your word 
Are you not discontent 1 

Treas. Troth, to be plain, I am not pleas’d 
Tliat two such princely maids, lineally descended 
From our royal king, and by his testimony^ 

Confirmed heir, if that their brother dying issueless,^ 
And one that never dream’d it, never desir’d 
The rule of sovereignty, 

But with virgin’s tears hath oft bewail'd her misery, 
Should politicly ^ by us be nam’d a queen. 

Amn. You have said nobly; sit, and take your place. 

KnfPT Porter. 

Porter. My lords. Sir Thomas Wyat craves access 
XJnto your honours. 

Arun. Let h’Tr come near. 

Enter Wyaj’. 

Porter. Room for Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyai. A divine spirit teach your honours truth, 
Open youi eyes of judgment to behold 
The true legitimate Mary, your undoubted sovereign I 
Arun. Arise, Sir Thomas, sit and take your place. 
Now to our former business: 

The obligation wherein we all stood bound 
To the deceas’d late king’s will and our decree, 

His cousin Jane and the two absent dukes, 

Cannot be conceal’d without great reproach 

^ Testamentary inlunction, will. 

^ Some such words as ** Should be debarred the throne^ 
he dead,” are here on^ted by the pnnter of the original play. 
^ To suit our own ^licy. 

voi^ 1. 0 
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To U8 and to our issue. We have sworn, 

’ c 

In presence of the sacred host of heaven, 

Unto our late young lord, to both the dukes, 

That no impeachment ^ should divert our hearts 
From the enthronement^ of the Lady Jane. 

To this end we have seiz’d^ her in the Tower, 

By public proclamation made her queen; 

To this end we liave arm’d the dukes with power, 
Given them commission under our own hands 
To pass against tlie lady,^ and*^ perform 
In hostile manner, and no doubt the spleen 
Of the undaunted spirit of Jforthumher’s earl 
Will not be cool’d’’ with writings of repeal.® 

Advice in this, I hold it, better far. 

To keep the course we run, than, seeking change, 
Hazani our lives, our heirs, and the realms. 

JVyat. In actions roving from the bent of truth, 

We have no precedent thus to persist 
But the bare name of worldly policy. 

If others have ground from justice and the law. 

As well divine as politic agreeing, 

They are for no cause to be disinherited. 

If you not seven years since to that effect 
Swore to the father to maintain his seed, 

^ Hinderance. 

^ Enthronement,’’ conjecturally. The original has '^im¬ 
peachment,” an obvious misprint. 

^ i. e. Given her seizure of, or put her into possessiem of. 

^ i. e. The Lady ^ary. 

* “And,” oonjectorally, the original has after “lady,” 
“You perform.” 

^ In the sense of speedy, violet action; so used by 

’ “ Coord,” conjecturally. The origimd has “ call’d.” 

^ i. e. RecaU. 
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•What dispensation hath acquitted you 
From your first sacred vows 1 
You’ll say the will extorted from a child ; 

O, let mine eyes in naming that sweet youth 
Observe their part, 

Pouring down tears, sent from my swelling heart! 
God’s mother, I tiini child ! but I’ll go on. 

Say that the will Were his, forc’d by no trick. 

But for religious love his simple act, 

Yet note how much you err. 

You were sworn before to a man’s will, 

And not a will alone. 

But strengthen’d by an act of parliament. 

Besides this sacred proof, the princely maids 
H<id they no will nor act to prove their right 1 
Have birthright'' no privilege, being a plea so strong. 
As cannot be refelled,^ but by plain wrong ? 

Nor ^ were you touch’d. The lady in Tower, 

Alas, she’s innocent of any claim! 

Trust me, she’d think it a most happy life, 

To leave a queen’s and keep a lady’s name. 

And for the dukes, your warrants sent them forth; 
Let the same warrants call them back again: 

If they refuse to come, the realm, not they, » 

Must be regarded. Be strong and bold. 

We are the people’s factors. Save our sons 

From killing one another; be afraid 

To tempt both heaven and earth. 35,1 have said. 

' i e. Proved a fallacy, diroroved, set aside. 

* ** Nor ” oonjeoturally. The original has ** now," where¬ 
as the apparent mUtoing is: abandon vour projecti^ and 
you shall not be touched, or oompromisea. 
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A run. Why then give order that she' shall be queenw^, 
Send for the Mayor. Her errors we’ll forget, 

Hoping she will foigivc. 

fTyat Never make doubt: setting her ceremonioua 
order^ by, 

She is pure within, and mildly chaste without. 

Arun. (live order to keep fast the lady Jane. 

Dissolve the council. Lot us leave the Tower, 

And in the city hold our audience. 

Wyat. You have advised well, honourable lortls : 

So will the citizens be wholly ours, 

And if the dukes be cross, we’ll cross their powers. 

[Expunt (mines, 

^ Enter Buett, Cr^owN, and Soldiers. 

Erett. Lancepersado, quarter, quarter. 

Clown. What shall wc quarter, captain 1 
Brett, Why, the soldiers. 

Clown. Why, they are not hanged, nor drawn yet. 
Brett. Sir, I mean quarter tliem, that the offended 
multitude 
May pass in safety. 

Clown. May we not take tolls of the pies and the 
apple-women 1 

Brett, Not in any sort; the duke’s pl^sure wills- 
that * pass free. 

Clown. The commons shall be used with all common 
courtesy. Wlio’s Jthat goes in rank like beans, with 

^ i. e. The Princess Mary. 

* 1 . e. Her cold austere formality of manner. 

^ Scene IV. At Cambridge. 

*'*that” oonjecturaUy. The orig||«l has, **pleasture 
will iiass free.” 
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^cheese-cakes on their heads, instead of caps.^ 

Brett, Sirrah, this is a famous university 
And those,* scholars ; those lofty buildings and goodly 
houses 

^ Founded by noble patrons. But no more: 

Set a strong watch ; that be your chiefest care. 

Enter a Countuyman and a Maid. 

Count. Wliat’s liero ? soldieys ! 

Brett. Fear not good speech. These rude arms I bear, 
* Are not to fright sweet gentle peace away,* 

But to succour your lives. I'ass peaceably away. 

Clown. Cry God save tlie queen, as you go, and 
Cod send you a good market. 

Maid. God save the queen ! what tiueeii 1 there lies 
the sense: 

When we have none, it can be no offence. 

Clown. What carry you tliere in your basket 1 
Maid. Eggs, forsooth. 

Clown. Well, cry God save queen Jane, as you go, 
and God send you a good market. 

Maid. Is the right queen call’d Jane? alack, for woe; 
At the first she was not christen'd so ’ ^ 

[Exeunt Countrpmn and Maid. 
Brett, Thus old and young still descant® on her name, 

'So conjecturally. The original has; courtesy, that 
goes in rank like b^ns, and cheesecakes,** &c. 

^ Meaning the collegians, whom the ,Clown has described 
M wearing cheese-cakes on their heads instead of caps. 

* (Were.) 

' This line in the old copy is given thus:— 

** Ist not to fight ? Sweet, gentle Peace away.” (Dtce.) 
« ^ i. e. She was <^|fistened Ma^. 

* i, e« Xiook askant on. 
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Nor lend no ear when we her style proclaim. 

I fear, I fear,—fear, Brett! what should’st thou fear % 
Thou hast a breast compos’d of adamant. 

Fall what ill betide, 

My anchor’s cast, and I in harbour ride. [ExmrU. 

^ Enter Nortijumberland, Huntingdon, Wyat, 

and Soldiers. 

Wyat, My lord, ’tis true, you sent unto the council 
For fresh supplies; what succour, what supplies 9 - 
Happy is he can draw his neck out of the collar 
And make his peace with Mary. 

North. How stands the treasurer addicted to us t 
Wyat. I had forgot: when we were at council, - 
He stole away, and went home to his house, 

And by much entreaty was won to return. 

In brief, they all incline to queen Mary. 

My lord, farewell: 

Each hasty hour will colder tidings tell. [Exit 

North. Come they in thunder, we will meet with them; 
In the loudest language that their ordnance speaks. 
Ours shall answer theirs. 

Call me a herald, and in the market-place proclaim 
Queen Jane. The streets are full. 

The town is populous, the people gape for novelty. 
Trumpets, speak to them. 

That they may answer with an echoing cry, 

God save queen Jane, God save her majesty ! 

[A trumpet sounds^ and no answer. The HerM 
sounds a parley^ and none answers. 

% 

* (Have come?) 


' Scene YU. The same. 
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ilft! a bare report of trumpets; 

Arc. <uM>e£) jiuaidti, Oi .. ^ '^aalr ? 

0 me! This town consists on famous colleges, 

Such as know both how, and what, and when to speak- 
Well, yet we will proceed. 

And smother what close envy hath decreed. 

Enter Ambrose. 

Ambrose, my son, what news ? 

Amh. O my thrice-honour’d father! 

North. Boy, speak the worst: 

That which sounds deadliest, let me hear that first. 
Amh. The lords have all revolted from your faction. 
North. We in ourselves are strong. 

Amh. In Baynard’s Castle was a council held. 
Whither the mayor and sheriffs did resort, 

And ’twas concluded to proclaim queen Mary. 

North. Then they revolt the allegiance from my 
daughter. 

And give it to another ? 

Amh. True, my thrice-honour’d father; 

Besides, my brother Guildford and his wife. 

Where she was proclaim’d queen, are now close prisoners, 
Namely in the Tower. , 

North, God take them to his mercy! they had need 
Of grace and patience, for they both must bleed. 

Poor innocent souls, they both from guilt are free! 

Amb, 0 my thrice-honour’d father, might I advise you, 
Fly to your manor, there study for your safety ! 

North, Boy, thou say’st well: 

And nnce the lords have all revolted from me. 

Myself will now revolt against myself. 
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Call me a herald to fill their empty ears; f 

Asast mn^son\ora Huntingdon, 

Even in this market-town proclaim queen Mary. 

A trumpet sounds a parley, the proclavms. 

Her. Mary, by the grace of God, Queen of England, 
France, and Ireland, defendress of the faith, amen. 

[Within, a shout and a flourish. 
North. Amen : I bear a part, 

Ay, with my tongue, I do not with my heart. 

Now they can cry, now they can bawl and yell: 
Base-minded slaves, sink may your souls to hell I 

Enter Master Roose, with letters. 

Roose. My honour’d lord, the council greets you with 
These letters. 

North. Stay, master Roose : ere you depart, receive 
An answer and reward. [He readeth the letter. 

“ In the sovereign name of Mary our queen, you shall 
upon the sight hereof surcease your arms, discharge 
jour soldiers, and presently repair unto the court, or 
«lse be held as an arch traitor. 

*Tis short and sharp. 

Master Roose, we do obey your warrant: 

But I pray tell me, how do all our friends at court 1 
Is there not a great mortality amongst them ? 

Is there not a number of them dead of late, 

Since I came thence 1 

Roose. My gracious lord, not any. 

North. 0, master Roose, it cannot be; I will assure 
you 

At my departure thence, I left living^there at least 
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Five hundred friends, and now I have not one, 
Simply, not one ; friends ! ha, lia, ha ! commission,' 
Thou must be my friend. 

And stand betwixt me and the stroke of death ; 

Were thy date out, my life’s date were but short; 
They are cold friends that kill their friends in sport. 
Amb. Here comes your honour’d friend, the earl of 
Ai‘undel. 

Enter Arundel. 

North. My honour’d friend- 

Arun. I am no friend to traitors : * 

In my most high and princely sovereign’s name, 

I do arrest your honour of high treason. 

North. A traitor, Arundel! 

Have I not your hand in my commission? 

Let me peruse it; as 1 take’t, ’tis here. 

And by your warrant have I strict proceeded : 

Is the limit of my warrant broke ? ansVver me. 

Arun. It may be that it hath pleas’d h'ef majesty 
To pardon us, and for to punish you. 

I know no other reason; this I must, 

1 am commanded, and the act is just. 

North. And I obey you. When we parted last. 
My lord of Arundel, our farewell was 
Better than our greeting now: 

Then you cried, God speed; 

Now you come on me, ere you say, take heed. 

Then you did owe® me your best blood; nay griev’d 
You could not spend them in my service ; 

‘ i. 6. The commissisn under which he had been acting. 

® i. e. Hace at my owning, or disposaL 
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O, then it was a double death to stay behind! 

But I am overtook, and you are kind, 

I am, beshrew you else; but I submit, 

My crime is great, and I must answer it. 

Arun. You must with your three sons be guarded safe 
Unto the Tower ; with you those lords and knights. 
That in this faction did associate you : 

For so I am enjoin’d. 

Then peaceively^ let us conduct you thither. 

North. 0 my children, my soul weeps endless tears 
For you! 

0, at^he general sessions, when all souls 
Stand at the bar of justice, and hold up 
Their new-imraortalized hands, 0 then 
Let the remembrance of their tragic ends 
Bo raz’d out of the bead-roll of my sins ! 

Whene’er the black book of my crime’s unclasp’d. 

Let not these scarlet letters be found there ; 

Of all the rest only that page be clear. 

But come to my arraignment, then to death. 

The queen and you have lopg aim’d at this head: 

If to my children she sweet grace extend, 

My soul hath peace, and I embrace my end. [Exeunt 

2 Enter Suffolk. 

Suff. Three days are past, Monday, 

Tuesday, and Wednesday too, 

Yet my protesting® servant is not come: 

^ Peaceably. 

* Scene Vill. A poor co^ta^e. 

* i. e. Protesting fidelity and devotion. 
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Himself conducted me to this hard lodging, 

A simple cabin for so great a prince; 

And then he swore, but oaths you see are vain, 

That he would hourly^ come and visit me. 

1 that was wont to surfeit in estate, 

Am now through hunger almost desolate. 

Enter Homes, sweating^ with bottle ^nd uap. 

Homes. My lord. 

Suff. Ned Homes, speak, hast thou brought me meat 1 
Homes. With much ado, my lord, meat, bread, and 
wine : 

While you refresh yourself, I will record 
The cause of my long stay. 

Suff. I prithee do : 

Need bids me eat, need bids me hear thee too. 

Homes. The night I left you in the hollow tree, 

My house was search’d. 

Suff. Go on, go on. 

Homes. And I no sooner enter’d but attach’d; 
Threaten’d the rack, and if I did not yield 
Your gracious self into their graceless hands. 

Suff. And thou hast done’t, thou hast betrayed me % 
Homes. Done it! 0, betray you ! 0, no ! 

First would I see my loved wife and children 
Murder’d and toss’d on spears, before I would 
Deliver your grace unto their hands, 

For they intend your death. 

Suffi Go on, go on. 

Homes. And offer’d a thousand crowns 
To him that can brin|; news of your abode; 

^ i. e. Within an hour or two. 
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Twas offer’d in my hands, t 

Wliich I beseech may stop my vital breath, 

Wlien I am fee’d with gold to work your death. 

Enter Sheriff and Officers. 

Sher. See, yonder sits the duke, 
o&y! kiss thee in requital of this love. 

Homes. And in requital of so great a grace, 

I kiss your hand that dares to kiss my face. 

Sher. So Judas kiss’d his master. Seize the duke. 
Suf, Ah me ! Ned Homes, we are undone ; 

Both thou and I betray’d * 

Sher. My lord, late duke of Suffolk, in her Highness* 
Name, I do arrest you of high treason. 

Suff. I do obey, and only crave this kindness, 

You would be good unto my servant Homes, 

Who^ in relieving me hath but perform’d 
The duty of a servant to his lord. 

Sher. You are deceiv’d, sir, in your servant, much j 
He is the man that did betray you. 

Here, master Homes, towards your thousand pounds, 
Here is a hundred marks; 

Come to the Exchequer, you shall have the rest. 

Suff. Hast thou betray’d me ? yet with such a tongue, 
So smoothly oil’d, slight of my danger’s fear ? 

O, break my heart! this griefs too great to bear. 
HoTnes. Pardon me, my lord. 

Suff. God pardon thee, and lay not to thy soul 
This grievous sin! Farewell! 

And when thou spendest this ill-got gold, 

^ IfAo.—The old copy, ** wfifflre.” (Dtoe.) 
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B^ember how thy master’s life was sold ; 

Thy lord that gave thee lordships, made thee great, 

Yet thou betray’d’st him as he sat at meat. 

On to my grave; ’tis time that I were dead. 

When he that held my heart betrays my head. 

[Exeunt all but Homes, 

Homes, O God, 0 God, that ever I was born ! 

This deed hath made me slave to abject scorn. [ExiU 

Enter the Clown. 

Clown. 0 poor shrimp, how art thou fallen away for 
want of mouching! O, colon^ cries out most tyran¬ 
nically ! the little gut hath no mercy. 

What’s here % victuals ! 0 rare, 0 good ! 

Feed chops, drink throat, good victuals make good 
blood. 

Enter Homes, with a halter about his neck 

But stay, who’s here ? more sherifi’s, more searchers ? O 
no, this is Homes, that betrayed his honest master r 
how, with a halter about his neck ! I hope he doth 
not mean to hang himself. I'll step aside. 

Homes. This is the place where I betray’d my lord 
This is the place where oft I have reliev’d. 

And, villain, I betray’d him to the jaws of death. 

But here before I further will proceed. 

Here will I bury this enticing gold : 

Lie there, damn’d fiend, never serve human more. 

Cloum, This is rare: now if in this mood he wopld 
hang himself, ’t were excellent. 

^ (7ofon—^the greatest and widest of all the intestines. 
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Homes. Shall I ask mercy 1 no, it is too late; 
Heaven will not hear, and I am desperate. 

[He strangles himself. 
Cloicn. So, so, a very good ending ; 

Would all false servants 
Might drink of the same sauce ! 

Gold, you are first mine : you must help 
To shift myself into some counterfeit 
Suit of apparel, and then to London. 

If my old master he hanged, why, so; 

If not, why, rustick and lustick.^ Yet, before I go, I do 
not care if I throw this dog in a ditch: come away, 
dissembler. This cannot choose but be a hundred 
pound, it weighs so heavy. [Exit, 

^ Eater Queen Mary, Winchester, Horfolk, Pem¬ 
broke, Wyat, Arundel, and Attendants. 

(i Mar If, By God’s assistance and the power of heaven, 
After our troubles we are safely set 
In our inheritance; for which we do subscribe 
The praise and benefit to God : next, thanks 
To you, my lords. Kow shall the sanctuary. 

And the house of the Most High, be newly built; 

The ancient honours due unto the church, 

m 

Buried within the ruin’d monasteries. 

Shall lift their stately heads and rise again, 

To astonish the destroyers’ wandering eyes.® 

Zeal shall be deck’d in gold: religion, 

' Lustighy Dutch, “lusty, cheerful, jolly.” 

^ Scene IX. At London. 

^ i. e. Presumably, wandering from the legitimate objects 
of worship. 
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Not like a virgin robbed of all her ix)mp, 

Btit, bravely^ shining in her gems of state, 

Like a fair bride be offer’d to the Lord. 

To build largo houses, pull no churches down, 

Rather enrich the temple with our crown: 

Better a poor queen, than the subjects poor. 

Win, May it please your grace to give release 
Unto such ancient bishops that have lost 
Their honours in the cliurch affairs. 

Q. Mary. We liave given oixier 
To tlie duke of Norfolk to release them. 

Arun. Your sacred liighness will no doubt be mindful 
Of the late oath you took at Framlingham. 

Q. Mary. 0, my lord Arundel, we remember that; 
But shall a subject force his prince to swear 
Contrary to her conscience and the law ? 

We here release unto our faithful people 
One entire subsidy, due unto tlie crown 
In our dead brother’s days. The commonalty 
Shall not be o’erburden’d in our reign : 

Let them l»e liberal in religion, 

And we will spare their treasure to themselves. 

Better a poor prince than the nation poor: 

The subjects’ treasure is the sovereign’s store. • 
Arun,W\iat is your highness’ pleasure ’bout the rebels? 
Q. Mary. The queen-like rebel, mean you not? 
Queen Jane? 

Guildford,and Jane, with great Northumberland, 
And haughty Suffolk’s duke. 

^ The old copy “ briejly. (Dyce.) Bravely means, finely, 
gorgeously. 
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Q, Mary. The duke of Suffolk is not yet apprehended; 
Therefore, my lords, 

Some of you most dear to us in love 
Be careful of that charge: 

The rest we’ll leave for trial of th’ other prisoners. 

Wyat. The lady Jane, moat mighty sovereign. 

Allied to you in blood, 

For she’s the daughter of your father’s sister, 

Mary the queen of France, Charles Brandon's wife. 
Your niece, your next of blood except your sister, 
Deserves some pity, so doth youthful Guildford. 

Win. Such pity as the law allows to traitors. 

Norf. They were misled by their ambitious fathers. 
Win. What son to obey his father proves a traitor, 
Must buy his disobedience with his death. 

Wyat, My lord of Winchester still thirsts for blood. 
Q.Mary. Wyat, no more; the law shall be their judge: 
Mercy to mean offenders we’ll ostond,^ 

Not unto such that dare usurp our crown. 

Arm. Count Egmond,^ the ambassador from, Spain, 
Attends your Highness’ answer, ^brought those letters 
Sent from the emperor in his son’s behalf. 

Q. Mary. In the behalf of lovely, princely Philip, 
Whose person we have shrined in our heart, 

At the first sight of his delightful picture ? 

That picture should have power to tingle 
Love in royal breasts: the darts of love are words, 

^ i. e. Exhibit. 

* A correction by Mr. Dyce: the original has Edmond. 

1 . e. He who brought. 
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Pictures, conceit he’ll prevail by any. 

Tour counsel, lords, about this foreign business. 

Arun. I say, and it like your royal majesty, 

A royal treaty, and to be confirm’d ; 

And I allow tlie match. 

fFtn. Allow it, lords ! we have cause 
To thank our God, that such a mighty prince 
As Philip is, son to the emperor, 

Heir to wealthy Spain, 

And many spacious kingdoms, will vouchsafe ■- 

/Pya/. Vouchsafe, my lord of Winchester! pray, what? 

/Fin. To grace our mighty sovereign with 
His honourable title. 

/F^at To marry with our queen ; mean you not so ? 

/Fin. I do ; what then 1 

JFyat, O God! Is she a beggar, a forsaken maid. 
That she hath need of grace from foreign princes 1 
By God’s dear mother—0 God, pardon ! swear I! 

• Methinks she is a fair and lovely prince ; 

Her only beauty,^ were she of mean birth, 

Able to make the greatest potentate, 

Ay, the great emperor of the mighty Cham, 

That hath more nations under his command 
Than Spanish Philip’s like to inherit towns, • 

To come and lay his sceptre at her feet, 

And to entreat her to vouchsafe the grace 

*The term conceit^ as frequently used by the old writers, 
meant, to adopt Richardson’s definition, something you can 
take or hold within the mind or understanding. Here Mary 
aeema to say that as words are the darts of love, so pictures, 
in lieu of words, are objects which can take possession of the 
mind; and that Philip, whether by his words or his portrait, 
win plevail. 

^ i. e. Her beauty alftne. 
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To take him and his kingdom to her mercy.^ ^ 

Win. Wyat, you are too hot. 

Wyai. And you too proud. Vouchsafe! 0, base! 

I hope she’ll not vouchsafe 

To take the emperor’s son to her dear mercy. 

Q. Mary. Proceed, my lord of Winchester, I pray. 
Win. Then still I say we’ve cause to thank our God, 
That such a mighty prince will look so low 
As to respect this island and our queen. 

Wyat. Pardon me, madam; he respects your island 
More than your person : think of that. 

Norf. Wyat, you wrong the affection of the prince, 
For he deshes no fortresses nor to^vns, 

Nor to bear any office, rule, or state. 

Either by person or by substitute. 

Nor yet himself to be a councillor 
In our affairs. 

Wyat ., What need he, noble lords, 

To ask the fruit, when he demands the tree ? 

No castle, fortresses, nor towers of strength I 
It boots not, when the chiefest tower of all, 

The key that opens unto all the land, 

I mean our gracious sovereign, must be his. 

But he will bear no office in the land,— 

And yet will marry with the queen of all! 

Nor be of council in the realm’s affairs— 

And yet the queen enclosed in his arms \ 

I do not like this strange marriage: 

The fox is subtle, and his head once in, 

The slender body easily will follow. 


^ Take into her favour. 
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I grant he offers you, in name of dower, 

The yearly sum of threescore thousand ducats, 

Besides the seventeen famous provinces, 

And that the heir succeeding from your loins 
Shall have the sovereign rule of both the realms. 

What! shall this move your highness to the match 1 
Spain is too far for England to inherit, 

But England near enough for Spain to woo. 

Q. Maryy Have not the kings of England, good Sir 
Thomas, 

Espous’d the daughters of our neighlx)ur kings 1 
WyaL I grant your predecessors oft have sought 
Their queen from France, and sometimes, too, from 
Spain : 

But never could I hear that England yet 

Has been so base, to seek a king from either. 

’Tis policy, dear queen, no love at all. 

Win, Tis love, great queen, no policy at all. 

Wyoi, Which of you all dares justify this match. 

And not be touch’d in conscience with an oath f 

Kemember, 0 remember, I beseech you, 

King Heniy’s last will and his act at court! 

I mean that royal court of parliament, . 

That does prohibit Spaniards from the land, 

That Will and Act to which you all are sworn, 

♦ 

And do not damn your souls with |>erjury. 

Q, Mary, But that we know thee, Wyat, to be true 
Unto the crown of England and to us, 

Thy over-boldness should be paid with death: 

^ Jfory, evidently: in the original the speech is given to 
Wisdieeter* 
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But cease, for fear your liberal ^ tongue offend. 

With one consent, my lords, you like this match ? 
Omnes. We do, great sovereign. 

Q. Martj, Call in Count Egmond, honourable lords. 

Enter Egmond. 

We have determin’d of your embassy, 

And thus I plight our love to Philip’s heart. 

Embark you straight, the wind blows wondrous fair: 
Till he shall land in England I’m all care. 

\Exeunt all hut Sir Thomas WyaL 
Wyat. And ere he land in England, I will offer 
My loyal breast for him to tread upon. 

O, who 60 forward, Wyat, as thyself 

To raise this troublesome queen in this her throne ! 

Philip is a Spaniard, a proud nation. 

Whom natui'ally our countrymen abhor. 

Assist me, gracious heavens, and you shall see 
What hate I bear unto their slavery ’ 

I’ll into Kent, there muster up each ^ friend. 

To save this country, and this realm defend. 

^ Enter Guildford, Jane, and Lieutenant. 

Guild, Good morrow to the patron** of my woe. 

Jane, Good morrow to my lonl, my lovely Dudley ; 
Why do you look so sad, my dearest lord 1 

* In the sense of over-liberal, too free. 

^Each —conjecturally, to rhj^me with defend; the original 
has “ my friends.” 

^ Sc«ne X. the Tower. 

^ 1 . o. conjecturally, pattern (the French, patr<m)^ model; 
unless the word, as Mr. Dycesuggests, beamisprintforpartner. 
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Guild, Nay, why doth Jane thus with a heavy ey^ 
And a defected^ look, salute the day? 

Sonx>w doth ill become thy silver brow : 

Sad grief lies dead, so long as thou lives fair; 

In my Jane's joy, I do not care for care. 

Jane. My looks, my love, are sorted ^ with my heart. 
The sun himself doth scantly show his face. 

Out of this firm grate you may perceive 
The Tower-hill throng’d with store of people, 

As if they gap’d for some strange novelty. 

Guild. Though sleep do seldom dwell in men of care, 
Yet I did this night sleep, and this night dream'd 
My princely father, great Northumberland, 

Was married to a stately bride; 

And then methought, just on his bridal day, 

A poisonV draught did take his life away. 

Jane. Let not fond^ visions so appal my love, 

For dreams do oftentimes contrary prove. 

Guild. The nights are tedious, and the days are sad: 
And see you how the people stand in heaps, 

Each man sad looking on his appos'd object, 

As if a general passion possess’d them ? 

Their eyes do seem as dropping as the moon,^ 

As if prepared for a tragedy ; 

For never swarms of i)eople there do tread, 

But to rob life and to enrich the dead, 

And show they wept. 

^ Downcast. ^ Saited. ^ Foolish. 

* The moon’s moisture is constantly alluded to by our old 
poets. Lydgate wntes,— 

** Of Lucina the moone, moist and pale. 

That mar^ showre fro heaven madeavaile.’' 
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lAefut, My lord, they did so, for I was there. c 
Chiild, I pray resolve us, good master lieutenant, 
Who was it yonder that tender’d up his life 
To nature’s death ? 

Ideut. Pardon me, my lord; ’tis felony to acquaint you 
With death of any prisoner; 

Yet, to resolve your grace, 

It was your father, great Northumberland, 

That this day lost his head. 

Guilds Peace rest his soul! His sins 
Be buried in his grave. 

And not remember’d in his epitaph. 

But who comes here ? 

Jane, My father prisoner! 

Enter Suffolk, gmrded forth. 

Suff, 0, Jane, now nought but fear! thy title and 
thy state, 

Thou now must leave for a small grave. 

Had I been contented to ha’ been great, I had stood, 
But now my rising is pull’d down with blood. 

Farewell. Point me my house of prayers. 

Ja/ne. Is grief so short ? 

’Twas wont to be full of words, ’tis true. 

But now death’s lesson bids a cold adieu. 

Farewell: thus friends on desperate journeys part 
Breaking off words with tears, that swell the heart. 

[EjbU Sufdk. 

lAewt, It is the pleasure of the queen that you part^ 
lodgings. 

^ Depart. 


^ Separate. 
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Cill your arraignmont, wKich must be to-monow. 

Jane, Good master lieutenant, let us pray together. 

Lieut, Pardon me, madam, I may not; they that 

owe' you, sway me. 

_ • 

Guild, Entreat not, Jane; though she our bodies 
part. 

Our souls shall meet: farewell, my lore. 

Jane, My Dudley, my own heart. [Exeunt. 

^Entei' Wyat with Soldiers. 

Wyat, Hold, drum ; stand, gentlemen: 

Give the word along ; stand, stand. 

Masters, friends, soldiers, and therefore gentlemen ; 

I know some of you wear warm purses 
Lined with gold; to them 1 speak not; 

But to such lean knaves that cannot put up crosses 
Thus, I say, fight valiantly. 

And by the Mary God, 

You that have all your life-time silver lack’d 
Shall now get crowns; many, they must be crack’d. 
Sold. No matter, we’ll change them for white money. 
Wyat. But it must needs be so, dear countrymen, 
For soldiers are the masters of war’s mint; 

Blows are the stamps they set upon with •bullets^ 

And broken pates are, when the brains lie spilt, 

These light crowns that with blood are double gilt. 
But that’s not all that your stout hearts shall earn; 
Stick to this glorious quarrel, and your names 
Shall stand in chronicles, rank’d even with kings. 

You free your country from base Spanish thrall. 

From ignominious ^aveiy: 

' Own, have, possess. 


* Scene xi. Rochester. 
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Who can disgest^ a Spaniard, that’s a true Englishman 1 
Sold. Would he might choke, that disgests him! 
Wyai. He that loves freedom and his country, 

Cry a Wyat! he that will not, with my heart. 

Let him stand forth, shake hands, and we’ll depart! ^ 
Soldiers. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat! 

Enter Norry,-'* sounding a trumpet. 

Harp, Forbear, or with the breath thy trumpet spends 
This shall let forth thy soul. 

Norry. I am a herald, and challenge safety 
By th* law of arms. 

Harp. So shalt thou when thou’rt lawfully employ’d.' 
WyaJt. What loud knave’s that ? 

Norry. No knave, Sir Thomas, I am a true man 
To my queen, to whom thou art a traitor. 

Sold. Knock him down. 

Wyat. Knock him down! fie, no, 

We’ll handle him, he shall sound before he go. 

Harp. He comes from Norfolk and those fawning 
lords, 

In Mary’s name, weighing out life to them 
That will with baseness buy* it; 

Seize on him, as a pernicious enemy. 

Wyai. Sir George, be nil'd; 

Since we profess the art of war. 

Let’s not be hiss’d at for our ignorance: 

He shall pass and repass, juggle the best he can. 

Lead him into the city. Nony, set forth, 

* Ritgeai—an old form of diguL 

* Part, separate. c, 

^ Norroy, king at aims. 

* Buy. —The old copy, “ —Brea. 
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forth thy brazen throat, and call all Rochester 
About thee; do thy oifice ; fill 
Their light heads with proclamations, do ; 

Catch fools with lime-twigs dipt with pardons. 

But Sir George, and good Sir Harry Isley, 

If this gallant open his month too wide, 

Powder the varlet, pistol him, fire the roof 
That’s o’er his mouth. 

He craves the law of arms, and he shall ha’t: 

Teach him our law, to cut’s throat if he prate. 

If louder reach thy proclamation, 

The Lord have mercy upon tliee ’ 

Norry. Sir Thomas, I must do my office. 

Harp. Come, we’ll do ours too. 

Wyat Ay. ay, do, blow thyself hence, 
k [Exeunt Harpery leley^ and Norry^ 

Wi»r8ou, proud herald, because he can 
Giv^rms, he thinks to cut us off by th’ elbows. 
M&st^, and fellow soldiers, say will you leave 
Old TbL Wyat 1 
Ofun^, No, no, no. 

Wyat. A march! ’tis Norfolk’s drum upon my life. 
I pray, see what drum it is. [ Within^ cry^ Arm. 

Rodston.^ The word is given, arm! arm flies through 
the camp, 

As loud, though not so full of dread, as thunder. 

For no man’s cheeks look pale, but every face 
Is lifted up above his foreman’s^ head, 

^ The name supplied by Mr. Dyce. The original reads as 
thcMigh ^e speech were Wyat’s. 

‘ i. e. The man standing 6^/br« him. 
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And ereiy soldier does on tiptoe stand, 

Shaking a drawn sword in his threatening liand. 

Wyai. At whom, at whose drum ? 

Rod. At Korfolk, Norfolk’s drum. 

With him comes Arundel You may behold 
The silken faces of their ensigns show 
Nothing but wrinkles straggling in the wind: 

Norfolk rides foremostly, his crest well known, 

Proud as if all our heads were now his own. 

Wyat. Soft, he shall pay more for them. 

Sir Robert Rodston, bring our musketeers, 

To flank our pikes ; let all our archery 
Fall off in wings of shot aboth sides of the van, 

To gall the first horse of the enemy, 

That shall come fiercely on our cannoneers: 

Bid them to charge: charge, my hearts. 

Omnes. Chaige, charge. 

Wyai. Saint George for England, Wyat for poor 
Kent! 

Blood lost in country's quarrel is nobly spent. 

1 JEafc?* Islet. 

liley. Base slave, hard-hearted fugitive ! 

He that you sent with Norry, false Sir George, 

Is fled to Norfolk. 

Rod, Sir George Harper fled! 

Wyai. I ne'er thought better of a counterfeit; 

His name was Harper, was it not % let him go; 
Henceforth all harpers,^ for his sake, shall sttfnd 

' The entrance of Isley is supplied by Mr. Dyce: it is wit 
marked in the original. , 

* The harp first appeared upon the Irish money in Hmuy 
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Bvt foi plain ninepence throughout aU the land. 

They come : no man give ground in theae hot cases; 

Be Englishmen, and beard them to their faces. [Miceunt, 

^ Enter Korfolk, Arundbij, Brett, and Soldiers. 

Ncrf. Yonder the traitor marcheth "ivith a steel-bow 
Bent on his sovereign and her kingdom’s peace. 

To wave him to us with a flag of truce, 

And tender him soft mercy, were 
To call our right in question. 

Therefore put in act your resolute intendments: 

If rebellion be suffer’d to take head, 

She lives tw long. Treason doth swarm, 

Therefore giye signal to the fight. 

EretL ’Tis good, ’tis good, my lord. 

Norf, Whei^j’s Cai^tain Brett 1 
Brett Here, my lord. 

N<n’f. To do honour to you, and those five hundred 
Londoners, that march after your colours. 

You shall charge the traitor in the vanguaixl, 

Whilst myself, with noble Arundel 

And stout Jeimugham, second you in the main. 

Gfod and Saint George this day fight on our side. 

While thus we tame a desperate rebel’s prid6. 

[Exeunt ail but Brett and Soldiers, 
Brett Countrymen and friends, and you the most 
valiant sword and buckler men of London, the Duke 

Hie Eighth’s rcogn. By a proclamation, set forth in 1600, it 
was declared, ** that every of the said Harp Shillings should 
have and bear the name and value only of twelve Pence Irish, 
according to the old standard of that realm; being in true 
value no more than ngie Pence Bhigluh ."— Dycs. 

^ Sem V. In the open country. 
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of Korfolk in honour has piomoted you to |he vangurrd) 
and why to the vanguard, but because he knows you to 
be eager men, martial men, men of good stomachs, very 
hot shots, very actions^ for valoui^ such as scorn to 
shrink for a wetting, who will bear off anything with 
head and shoulders ! 

Oinnes, Well forwards, good commander, forwards. 

Brett. I am to lead you, and whither 1 to fight; and 
with whom ? with Wyat; and what is Wyat ? a most 
famous and arch-traitor—to nobody, by this hand, that 
I know. 

Omnes. Nay, speak out, good captain. , 

Brett. I say again,—is worthy Norfolk gone t 

Omnes. Ay, ay, gone, gone. 

Brett. I say again, that Wyat for rising thus in arms, 
with the Kentish men dangling thus at his tail, is 
worthy to be hanged—like a jewel in the kingdom’s 
ear: say I well, my lads ? 

Omnes. Forwards, forwai*ds. 

Brett. And whosoever cuts off his head shall have 
for his labour— 

Clown. What shall I have ? I’ll do’t, 

Brett. The pox, the plague, and all the diseases the 
spittle-houses and hospitals can throw upon him. 

Churn. I’ll not do’t, that’s flat. 

Brett. And wherefore is Wyat up ? 

Clown. Because he cannot keep his bed. 

Brett. No, Wyat is up to keep the Spaniards down 
to keep King Philip out, whose coming in will give 
the land such a philip,^ ’twill make it reel again. 


^ Active, full of energy. 


*Por/tf»p 
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^loum, 'A would it w^ere come to that, ’a would ; we 
W'ould leave oif Philips and fall to hot-cockles.^ 

RreU. Philip is a Spaniard; and what is a Spaniard t 

Clown. A Spaniard is no Englishman, that 1 know. 

jBreli.' Right, a Spaniard is a Camocho, a Calimanco 
nay, which is worse, a Dondego,—and what is a 
Dondego 1 

Chum. A Dondego is a kind of Spanish stock-fish, or 
poor John. 

Brett, l^'o, a Dondego is a desperate Viliago,*** a very 
Castilian; God bless us. There came but one Dondego^ 
into England, and he made all Paul’s stink again : what 
shall a whole army of Dondegoes do, my sweet country¬ 
men? 

Cloum. Marry, they will make us all smell abomi¬ 
nably : he come:» not here, that's flat. 

Brett. A Spaniaixi is called so because he's a Span¬ 
iard, his yard is but a span. 

* _ _ 

Clown. That’s the reason our Englishwomen love 

them not. 

Brett. Right, for he carries not the Englishman’s yanl 
about him. If you deal with him, look for hard mea- 

' Philip IS an old term for a sparrow, and hot-cocJdeH is a 

S ame in which, as Halliwell explains it, one peVson lies 
own on his face and is hoodwinked, and being struck, 
must guess who it was that hit him 
^ Camocia and CcUamaco are, respectively Italian and 
Spanish terms for coarse, calimanco stuffs, and as such were 
used in our author’s time, by way of contempt or reproach. 
^ A coarse rustic rascal. « 

^ The allusions to the dirty exploit of a Sj^ianiard—Don 
Diego—in publicly committing a nuisance in St. • Paul’s 
Church, are very frequent in our old dramatists, and for 
many years it continued a subject of reproach and 
laughter.—C ollier, to Beywood '» Pair Maid of the 

We ^. {Shakespeare Society .) 



46 


THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF 


6 ure; if you give an iuch» he’ll take an ell; if he gi^e 
an ell, he’ll take an inch 3 therefore, my fine, spruce, 
dapper, finical fellows, if you are now, as you have 
always been counted, politic Londoners to fly to the 
stronger side, leave Arundel, leave Norfolk, and love 
Brett. 

Clown, We’ll fling our flat caps at them. 

Brett. Wear your own neat’s-leather shoes; scorn 
Spani«h^ leather; cry, a fig for the Spaniard. Said I 
well, bullies? 

Omnes. Ay, ay, ay. 

Brett. Why, then, fiat, fiat! 

And every man die at his foot that cries not a Wyat, 
a Wyat. 

Omnes. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat. 

Enter Wyat. 

Wyat. Sweet music, gallant fellow-Londoners ! 
Clown. I’ faith, we are the madcaps, we are the lick- 
pennies.^ 

Wyat. You shall be all Lord Mayors at least 

[Exeunt Wyat, Brett, and Soldiers, 

^ Alarum sounds, and enter Wyat, Brbit, KodstoNi 
IsLBY, and Soldiers again. 

Wyat. Those eight brass pieces shall do service now 
Against their masters, Norfolk and Arundel: 

They may thank their heels more than their hands 
For saving of their lives. 

When soldiers turn surveyors, and measure lands, 

God help poor farmers. 

^ i, e. the Londoners who Ikk uj^aJl the pennies. 

^ Scene xn. At Lud Gate. 



SIR THOMAS WVAT 


47 


S^diersaud friends, let us all play nimble blood-hounds 

And hunt them step by step. We hear 

The lawyers plead in armour ’stead of gowns: ^ 

If they fall out about the case they jar, 

Then they may cuff each other from the bar. 

Soft, this in Ludgate : stand aloof, I’ll knock. 

He kmcks; erUei' Pembroke upon the walls. 

Pent. Who knocks ? 

Wyat. A Wyat, a true friend. 

Open your gates, you lowering citizens; 

I bring you freedom from a foreign prince: 

The queen has hoard your suit, and 'tis her pleasure 
The city gates stand open to receive us. 

Pern. Avaunt, thou traitor • thinks thou by forgery 
To enter London with rel)clliou8 anns 1 
Know that these gates are barr’d against thy entrance; 
And it shall cost the lives of twenty thousand 
True subjects to the queen before a traitor enters 
Omms. Shoot him through. 

Wyat. Stay, let’s know him first. 

Clown, Kill him; then let’s know him afterwards. 
Pm,. Look on my face, and blushing see with shame 
Thy treasons character’d. 

Brett. ’Tis the Lord Pembroke. 

Wyai, What have we to do with the Lord Pembroke^ 
Where’s the queen’s lieutenant 1 
Pern. I am lieutenant of the city now. 

Wyat, Are you Lord Mayor ? 

Pm, The greatest lord that breathes enters not here 
Wi&out express command from my dear queen. 

Thejudges, also, wore dlnaour on the bench, at this juncture. 
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Wyat She commands by us. 

Pem, I do command thee, in her highness* name,' 
To leave the city gates, or, by my honour, 

A piece of ordnance shall be straiglit dischaig’d 
To bo thy death’s-man, and shoot thee to thy grave. 
Wyat. Then here’s no entrance ? 

Pem. No, none. [Exit Pembroke, 

Brett. What should we do following Wyat any longer? 
Wyat O London, London, thou perfidious town! 
Why hast thou l)roke thy i)roiui8e to thy friend, 

That for thy sake, and for the general sake, 

Hath thinist myself into the mouth of danger ? 

March back to Fleet-street: if that Wyat die, 
liOiidon, unjustly, buy' thy treachery. 

Brett. Would I could steal away from Wyat! it 
slicuild be the first thing that 1 would do. 

[Here they all steal away from Wya4j and 
leave him alone. 

IVyat. Where’s all my soldiers 1 what, all gone. 

And left my drum and colours without guard! 

0 infelicity of careful ^ nien ! 

Yet will I sell my honour’d blood as dear 

As ever did faithful subject to his prince. [Exit, 

Enter Norfolk and Isley, 

Isley. Pembroke revolts and flies to Wyat’s side. 
Horf. He’s damned in hell that speaks it. 

Elite?' Harper. 

Harper.^ O my good lord, ’tis spread 

' ' Probably for abye^ or suffer the consequences of. 

^ i. e. full of care. 

^ The old copy giv^ this to Islej^—D yce. 
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^hat Pembroke and Count Arundel both are fled ! 
Enter Pembroke and Arundei^ 


Pern, ’S foot, who said so ? what devil dare stir my 
patience ? 

Zounds, I was talking with a crew of vagabonds 
That lagg’d at Wyat's tail, and am I thus 
Paid for my pains 1 

NorJ. And there being miss’d, 

Some villain, finding you out of sight, hath rais’d 
This slander on you : but come, my lord. 

Pern. I’ll not fight. 

Ncn'f. Xay, sweet earl. 

Penu Zounds, fight, and hear my name dishonour’d! 
Aruiu Wyat is march’d down Fleet-street: after him. 
Pern. Why do not you, and you, pursue him ? 

Nin'f. If I striKC one blow, may my hands fall off. 

Pern. And if I do, by this- 

Norf. Come, leave your swearing : 

Did not my country’s care urge to this (|uarrel. 

Fop my part T would not strike a blow. 

Pern, No more would I; 

I’ll eat no wrongs; let’s all die, and I’ll die. 

Enfer Messenger. 

Mess. Stand on your guard, 

For tliis way Wyat is pursued amain. 


A great noise: cries of follmc. Enter Wyat, with his 
sward draicn, being wounded. 

Within. Follow, follow. 

Norf, Stand, traitor, stand, or thou shalt ne’er stand 
VOL. r. 


B 
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Wyat, Lords, I yield; 

An easy conquest ’tis to win the field 

After all’s lost. I am wounded: let me have a sui^eon; 

That I may go sound unto ray grave. 

Tis not the name of traitor 'pals me, 

Nor plucks my weapon from ray hand : 

Use me how you can, 

Though you say traitor, I’m a gentleman. 

Your dreadful shaking me, which I defy, 

Is a poor loss of life ; I w’i.sh to die : 

Death frights ray spirit no more than can my bod, 

Nor will I change one hair, losing this head. 

Feni. Come, guard him, guaid him. 

Wyat No matter where ; 

I hope for nothing, therefore nothing fear. 

, [Ej^eunt omTies, 

> Entet* Winchester, Norfolk, Arundel, Pembroke, 

idtli other lonU. 

Win. My lord of Norfolk, w’ill it please you sit; 

By you, the noble Lord of Arundel. 

Since it hath pleas’d her sacred majesty 
To nominate us here commissioners, 

Lot us, without all partiality, 

Be oiien-enr’d to what they can allege. 

Where’s the Lieutenant of the Tower ? 

Ente^' Lieutenant of the Tower, 

lAeui. Here, my good lord. 

Win. Fetch forth the prisoners; 

' Scene xii. The Council Chamber at the Tower. 
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^^Stice them severally in chairs of state. 

Clerk of the crown, proceed as law retiuires. 

Enter Guildford an<} Jane. 

Cleric. Guildford Dudley, hold up thy hand at the bar* 
Guild. Here at the bar of death I hold it up ; 

And would to God, this hand heav’d to the law. 

Might have advanc’d itself in better place, 

For England’s good and for my sovereign’s weal! 

Clerk. Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray, 

Hold up thy hand at the bar. 

Jam. A hand as pure from treason, as innocent^ 

As the white livery 

Worn by th’ angels in their ^faker’s sight! 

Clerk. You are here indicted by the names cd Guild¬ 
ford Dudley, Lord Dudley, Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray, 
of capital and high treason against our most sovereign 
lady the queen’s majesty. That is to say, that you, 
Guildford Dudley, and Lady Jane Gray, have, by all 
possible means, sought to procure unto yourselves the 
^^yftlty of the crown of England, to the disinheriting of 
our new sovereign lady the queen’s majesty, the true 
and lawful issue to that famous king Henry the Eighth, 
and have manifestly adorned yourselves with the state’s 
j^land imperial, and have granted warrants, com¬ 
missions, and such like, for levying of men and soldiers 
to*be sent against the said majesty: what answer you 
to this indictment,—guilty, or not guilty 1 

QuUd. Our answer shall be several like ourselves; 
Yet, noble earl, we confess the indictment. 

Hay we not make some apolc^ unto the court ? 

^ Trom trtasoUf tu inTioeetUf oonjecturally: the original 
has: from treawnli mnocenee. 



52 


THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF 


Norf It is against the order of tlie law ; 

Therefore directly plead unto the indictment, 

And then you shall be heard. 

Guild. Against the law ! 

Woids utter'd then as g<K)d un8]K)heu were, 

For whatsoe’er you siiy, you know your form, 

And you will follow it unto our deaths. 

Norf. Speak, are you guilty of these crimes, or no? 
Jane. I’ll answer first: I am, and I am not, 

But should wo staml unto the last unguilty, 

You have large-conscience jurors to besmear 
The fairest brow with style of treachery. 

Norf. The barons of the laud shall be your jury. 
Jane. An honourable and w'orthy trial; 

And God forbid so many iioblemen 

Should be made guilty of our timeless' deaths! 

Arun. You’ll answer to the indictment, will you not? 

Guild. JMy loi-d, I will: 1 am- 

Norf. What ? are you guilty or no ? 

Guild. I say unguilty still, yet I am guilty. 

Jane. Slander not thyself : 

If there bo any guilty, it Wiis 1 \ 

I was proclaim’d (lueen, I the crown should wear. 
Guild'. Because I was thy husband, I stand here. 
Jane. Our loves we sought ourselves, but not our 
pride; 

And shall our fathera’ faults our lives divide ? 

* Guild. It was my father that made thee distrest. 
Jane. O, but for mine, my Guildford had been blest 1 
Guild, ^fy Jane had been as fortunate as fair. 

Jane. My Guildford free from this soul-grieving care, 

* i. e. Untimely. 
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\ Guihh If we l>e guilty, ’tia no fault of ours; 

And shall we die for what’s not in our power? 

We sought no kingdom, we desir’d no crown : 

It \va» imposed upon ua by constraint. 

Like golden fruit hung on a barren tree; 

And will you count such forccinent treachery ? 

Then make the silver Thames as black as Styx,' 
Because it was constrain’d to bear the barks,® 

Wliose battering ordnance should have been employ'd 
Against the hinderera of our royalty. 

Win. You talk of senseless things. 

Gnihl. Do trees want sense. 

That by the power of music have been drawn 
To dance a pleasing measure ? 

We'll come, then, nearer unto living things : 

Say we usurp the English royalty, 

Was’t not by your consents ? 

I tell you, lords, I have your hands to shew, 

Subscrib’d to the corunii.s.sion of my father, 

By which you did authorize him to wage arms. 

If they were rebellious ’gainst your sovereign. 

Who cried so loud a.s you, God save Queen Jane ? 

Ajid come you now your sovereign to arraign ? 

Come down, come dou n, here at a prisoner’s bar; 
Better do so than judge yourselves amiss: 

For look, what sentence on our heads you lay, 

Upon your own may light another day. 

Win. The queen hath pardon’d them. 

* Corrected by Mr. Dyco; the original is ludicrously mis- 
pnnted 8uMh. 

*An emendation proposed by Mr. I>yce. The original 
haAhmla. 
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Guild, And we must die for a less fault: 

0 partiality * 

Jane. Patience, my Guildford ; it was ever known, 
They that sinn’d least, the punishment have borne. 

Guild. True, my fair queen of sorrow, truly^ speak. 
Great men, like great flies, through law’s cobwebs break, 
But the thinn’at frame the prison of the weak, 

Norf, Now trust me, Arundel, 

It doth grieve me much to sit 

In judgement of these harmless- 

Anm. I help’d to attach the father, but the son— 

O, through my blood I feel compassion nm ! 

My lords, we’ll be humble suitors to the queen. 

To save these innocent creatures from their deaths. 

Norf. Let’s break up court: 

If Norfolk long should stay, 

In tears and ])assion- I should melt away. 

Win. Sit still: what ’ will you take 
Compassion upon such %— 

They are lieretics, 

Ja7ip. We are Christians; 

Leave our conscience to ourselves: 

We stand not hero about religious causes, 

But are accus’d of capital treason. 

Win, Then you confess the indictment. 

Guild. Even w'hat you will j 
Yet save my Jane, although my blood you spill. 

• Jane. If I must die, save princely Guildford’s life^ 
N&tf. Who is not mov’d to see this loving strife ? 
Arun. Pray par4on me; do what you will to-day. 


^ (You). 


^ For compcMmon. 



SIR THOMAS W^YAT. 


55 


♦AM Fll ii|^>c 0 vc it, though it be my death. 

Win. Then hear the «^peedy sentence of your deaths; 
You shall be carried to the place from whence you came, 
From thence unto the place of execution, 

Through London to be drawn on hurdles, 

Where thou, Jane Gray, shalt suffer death by fire, 
Thou, Guildford Dudley, hang’d and quarter’d; 

So Lord have mercy upon you ! 

Guild. Why, this is well, since we must die. 

That we must die together. * 

Win. Stay, and hear the mercy of the queen ) 
liecause you are of noble parentage. 

Although the crime of your offence l)e great. 

She is only pleas’d that you shall- 

Both. Will she pardon us 1 
WiTi. Onl;, I say, that you shall lose your heads 
Upon the Tower-hill. So, convey them hence ; 
Lieutenant, strictly look unto your charge. 

Guild. Our dooms are known, our lives have play’d 
their part. 

Farewell, my Jane. 

Jam. My Dudley, mine emm heart. 

Guild. Fain would I take a ceremonious leave; 

But that’s to die a hundrerl thousand deaths. 

Jane. I cannot speak, for tears. 

Lieui. My lord, come. 

Guild. Great griefs speak louder, when the least are 

dumb.^ Heeunt. 

^ Mr. Dyce suggests that the poet wrote ; 

** LatM griws speak louder, when the great are dumb." 
Aeooiding to Seneca; 

loves loquuntur, ingentes stupent.” 

Hippdyiu»t y. 607* 
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* Enter Sin Thomas Wyat, in the Tmper. 

Wyat, The sad asjiect this prison doth afford 
Jumps'-^ with the metisure that my heart doth keep ; 
And this enclosure here, of nought but stone. 

Yields far more comfort than the stony hearts 
Of them tliat wrong’d their country and their friend. 
Here is no perjur’d councillors to swear 
A sacred oath and then forswear the same ! 

No innovators here doth harbour keep ; 

A stedfast silence doth possess the place : 

Jn this the Tower is noble, l>eing ^Imse. 

Enter Lords, to Wyat. 

NorJ, Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyat. That’s iny name, indeed. 

Win. You should say traitor. 

Wyat, Traitor, and Wyat’s name, 

J^iffer as far as Winchester and honour. 

Win. I am a pillar of the mother church. 

Wyat. And what am 1 1 

Win. One that subverts the state. 

Wyat. Insult not too much o’er th’ unfortunate ; 

1 have no bishop's rochet to declare'* my innocency. 
Tliis is my cross, 

That causeless I must suffer my head’s loss: 

When that hour comes wherein my blood is spilt, 
My cross will look as bnght as yours twice gilt 

* Scene xiv. The Tower. 

® Suits with. 

i. e. presumably, aitkough «f} itself* 

* To serve as a voucher for. 
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^^orf. Here’s' for that purpose. 

Wyaf. Is your grace so short? 

Belike you come to make my death a sport. 

Win, We come to bring you to your execution; 

You must be bang’d and 'quarter’d instantly: 

At the Park corner is a gallows sct| 

Whither make haste to tender nature’s debt. 

Wyat, Then here’s the end of Wyat’s rising up : 

I to keep Spaniards from the land was sworn. 

Right willingly T yield myself to death, 

But Sony such ^ should have ray place of birth. 

Had London kept its word, Wyat had stood, 

But now King Philij» enters through my blood. 

Wm. Where’s the lieutenant of the Tower ? 

Exeunt OJieei's with Wyat, 

Eater Lieutenant. 

lAeut, Here, my lord. 

Win. Fetch forth your other prisoners. 

Ideut, My lord, I will; 

Here lies young Guildford, here the lady Jane. 

Norf. Conduct them forth. 

Entei' Guildford and Jane. 

Guild, Good morrow, once more, to my lovely Jane. 
Jane. The last good morrow, my sweet love, to thee. 
Guild. What were you reading ? 

Jane. On a prayer-book. 

Guild. Trust me, so was 1: we had need to pray. 
For see, the ministers of death draw near. 

^ The meaning of this curioas line is, 

“ We are here for the purpose of spilling your blood.” 

* i. e. as the Spaniards, should possess my native land. 
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Jam, To a preimred mind death is a pleasure : 

I long in soul till 1 have spent my hrcatli. 

Guild. My lord high chancellor, you're welcome 
hither: 

What! come you to behold our execution 1 
And, my lord Arundel, thrice w-elcome : 

You help’d t’ attach our father , come you now to see 
The black conclusion of our tragedy 1 
JVin. We come to do our office. 

Guild. So do we; 

Our office is to die, yours to look on: 

We are beholding^ unto such beholdei's. 

The time was, lords, when you did flock amain 
To see her crown’d, but now to kill my Jane. 

The world like to a sickle bends itself : 

Men run their course of lives as in a maze : 

Our office is to die, yours but to gaze. 

Jane. Patience, luy Guildford. 

Guild. Patience, my lovely Jane ! 

Patience has blanch'd thy soul as white as snow. 

But who shall answer for thy death ? This know, 

An innocent to die, what is it less 
But to add angels to heaven's happiness ? 

The guilty dying do applaud the law, 

But when the innocent creature stoops his neck 
To an uiijust doom, upon the judge they check.^ 

Lives are, like souls, requir’d of their neglectors, 

Tl)en ours of you that should be our protectors. 

Win. Rail not against the law. 

Guild. No, God forbid ! 

My lord of Winchester is mode of law^ 

Bdiolden, obliged. * To reproach. 

* These lines, in the original, run thus conf ose^y— 
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\xd should 1 rail against it, ’twere against you. 

If I forget not, you rejoic’d to see 

The fall of Cromwell: joy you now at me ? 

Oft dying men are fill’d with prophecies, 

But I’ll not be a propliet of your ill. 

Yet know, my lords, they that belmld us now, 

May to the axe of justice one day bow. 

And in that plot of ground, where we must die, 

Spiinkle their bloods, though I know no cause why. 

Nor/. Speak you to me, Lord Guildford 1 

Guild. Norfolk, no: 

I speak to- 

Norf. To whom % 

Guild. Alas, I do not know !- 

Which of us two dies first! 

Win. The beti'^r part. 

Guild. 0, rather kill the worst' 

Jane. 'Tis I, sweet love, that first must kiss the block. 

Guild. I am a man ] men l>etter brook the shock 

Of threatening death : your sex are ever Aveak ; 

The thoughts of death a woman’s heart will break. 

Jane. But I am arm’d to die. 

GuRd. Likelier to live; 

Death to the unwilling doth his presence give 

He dares not look the Ixild man in the face, 

But on the fearful lays his killing mace. 

Win. It is the pleasure of the queen 

That the Lady Jane must first suffer d^th. 

No, God forbid, my lord of Winchester, 

It*8 made.of law, and should I &c. 

For the rectififuttion of the text, I have to thank Mr. Byce, 
adding, in explanation, that Gardiner, then Bishop of Win- 
ofaester, was, as Chancellor of the Kingdom, head of the law. 
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Jam. I thank her highness, 

Tliat I sliall first depart this hapless world, 

And not survive to sec my dear love dead. 

She dying first, I three times lose my head 1 

Enfei' the Headsman. 

Heath. Forgive me, lady, I pray, your death. 

(yiiiJd. Ha! hast tlioii the lieart to kill a face so fairl 
Win. It is her headsman. 
iiuiht. And demands a pardon 
Only of l»er, for taking off her head f 

Jane. Ay, gentle (ruildford, and I pardon him. 

(hiihl But ril not pardon him : thou art my wife, 
And ho shall ask me panlon for thy life. 

Heath. Pardon mo, my lord. 
truilJ. Rise, do not kneel \ 

Though thou submitt'st, thou host a lowering^ steel, 
Whose fatal declination brings our death : 

Good man of earth, make haste to make us earth. 
Heath. Ploaseth the Lady Jane, I’ll help her off 
with her night-gown. 

Jam. Thanks, gentle friend, 

But 1 have other waitinj^women to ’tend me. 

Good Mistres.s Ellin, lend me a helping hand 
To strip me of the^e worldly ornaments. 

Off with these robes, (), tear them from my side 1 
Such silken covei*s are the guilt of pride. 

Instead of gowns, my coverture be earth, 

Sfy worldly death, or new celestial breath.^ 

* Down-looking, frowning. 

^ Or, as Mr. Dyce suggests, birth. 



61 


SIR THOMAS WrAT. 
is it off 1 

Ladt/. Madam, almost. 

Jane. Not yet ? O God, how haiilly 
Can we sliake ofl* this world’s pomp. 

That cleaves unto us like our bodies’ skin ! 

Yet tlius, 0 God, shake off thy servants sin ! 

'Lad//. Here is ii scarf to blind your eyes. 

Jane. From all the world but from my Guildford’s 
sight: 

Before I fasten this beneath my brow, 

Let me behold liiiii with a constant look. 

Guild. O do not kill mo with that i)iteouH eye ^ 

Jane. ’Tis my last farewell, take it patiently . 

My dearest Guildford, let us kiss and part 
Now blind mine eyes never to see the sky: 

Blindfold th lead me to the block to die. 

[Ejrit with HwhuiaVy c(r. * 
(rinld. O ! [lie faJle m a fram'e.] 

N(frf. How fares my lord ? 

. Arun. He’s fallen into a trance. 

Norf. Wake him not, until he wake himself. 

0 happy Guildfonl, if thou <lic in this, 

Thy soul will be the first in heavenly bliss • 

Elder Headsman, intJi Jane’s head. 

Win. Here comes the headsman with tlie head of Jane. 
Guild. Who spake of Jane? who nam’d my lovely 
Jane 1 

Win, Behold her head. 

’ This stage direction, supplied by Mr. I)yce, does not 
appear, though obviously necessary, in the original. As 
matter of historical fact, it may be observed that Guildfotd 
was beheaded first. 
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Guild. 0, I shall faint again ! 

Yet let me bear this sight unt<3 my grave, 

My sweet Jane’s head. 

Look, Norfolk, Arundel, Winchester, 

Do malefactors look thus when they die; 

A ruddy lip, a clear reflecting eye, 

Cheeks purer than the maiden orient pearl, 

That sprinkles bashfulness through the clouds ? 

Her innocence has given her this look: 

The like for me to show so well, being dead, 

How willingly would Guildford lose his head ! 

Win. My lord, the time runs on. 

Guild. So does our death: 

Here’s one has run so fast, she’s out of breath. 

But the time goes on, and my fair .Fane’s 
White soul will be m heaven before me. 

If I do stay : 

Stay, gentle wife, thy Guildford follows thee : 

Though on the earth we part by adverse fate, 

Our souls shall knock together at heaven’s gate. 

The sky is calm, our deaths have a fair day, 

And we shall pass the smoother on our way. 

^ly lords, farewell, ay, once farewell to all: 

The father’s pride has caus’d the children’s falL 

\Ejdt Guildford to d^edk, 
Nmf. Thus have we seen her highness’%vill perform*d: 
And now their heads and bodies shall be join’d 
And buried in one grave, as fits their loves. 

Thus much I’ll say in their behalfs now dead. 

Their father’s pride their Uves hath severed. 


FINIS. 
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HIS play, the joint production of Dekker 
and of Webster, was printed, as the title 
imports, in 1607. When it was first acted 
does not appear, but as it is intimated that 


the actors were “ the children of Pauls,” it must have 


been performed by them subsequent to 1601, for in 


1589 or 1590, the performances by the scholars or chor¬ 
isters of St. Paul’s Catliedral—who had been,generation 
after generation, among our foremost histrionics, long 
prior to 1378,—were suppressed by authority, and the 
interdict was not taken ofi'until 1600 or 1601.^ It is 


probable that '^V^'siward IIoh was first acted somewhere 


towards 1604, or early in 1605 : it wiis certainly on the 


stage when Eastward Hoe was printed, in 1605, for the 
prologue of the latter play refers to it. 

• Eastward Hoe ! and Westward Hoe! were cries of 


the Thames watermen, wlio thus, at the various stairs 
where they ])lied, vociferated their readiness to take 
passengers city-wartls or Westminstcr-wards. The cry 
be(^me a current phrase, applicable also to land jour¬ 
ney ings eastward and westward, and, by degrees, was 
extended to trips Kortliward Hoe! and Southward 
Hoe ! The tenii Westward Hoe ! was sometimes used 


jocosely, or insultingly, as menacing for the person at 
whom it was directed, a trip to Tybuni tree. 

The original phiy has no dramatis persome. 


* See Collier's ** Annals of the Stage,” passim. 
VOL. I. P 
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WESTWARD HOE. 

ACT I. 

• 

Scene 1.— Ijjwhn . Ai Jusfiniands IJoust ‘, 

Enter ^Mistress Birdlime, avut Tailor, 
Birdlime. 

TAY, Tailor, tins is tin* house: pray thee, 
look the gown he not ruffled , as for the 
wfils and prt'cioiis stones, I know where 
to find them ready presently. She that 
must wear this gown, if she will receive it, is Master 
Justiniano’s wife, the Italian merchant; my good oldlord 
and master, that hath been a til tor tins twenty year, 
hath sent it. Mum, Tailor ; you are a kind of bawd. 
Tailor, if this gentlewoman’s husband should chance to 
l>e in the way now, you shall tell him that I keep a 
hot-house 1 in Gunpowder-alley, near Cnitcli^ Friars, 
and that I have brought home his wif»'’s foul linen; 
and to colour my knavery the better, I have here three 
or four kinds of complexion,*-* which I will make show 
of to sell unto her; the young gentlewoman hath a 
good city wit, I can tell you; she hath read in the 

1 A bagnio: they were of no better fame in early times 
than at present.— Nahes. 

^ Cosilietica. 
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Italian Courtier^ that it is a special ornament to gentle¬ 
women to have skill in painting. 

Tailor. Is my lord acquainted with her ? 

Bird. 0, ay. 

Tailor. Faith, Mistress Birdlime, I do not commend 
my lord’s choice so well: now methiiiks he were better 
to set up a dairy, and to keep half a score of lusty* 
wholesome, honest, country wenches. 

Bird, lloiiebt country wenches • in what hundred 
shall a man find two of that simple virtue 

Tailor. Or to love some lady; tliere were equality 
and coherence. 

Bird. Tailor, you talk like an ass; I tell thee there 
is equality enough between a lady and a city dame, if 
their hair be but of a colour. Name you any one thing 
that your citizen’s wife comes short of to your lady: 
they liave as pure linen, as choice painting, love green 
geese in spring, mallard and teal in the fall, and wood¬ 
cock in winter. Your citizen’s wife loams nothing but 
fopperies of your lady, but your lady or justice-a-peace 
madam carries high wit from the city, namely, to 
receive all and pay all; to awe their husbands, to 
check their husbands, to controul their husbands j nay, 
they have the trick on’t to bo sick for a new gowm, or 
a carcanet, or a diamond, or so; and I wis^ this is 
better wit than to learn how to wear a Scotch farthin¬ 
gale; nay, more- 


Enter Prentice. 


Hero comes one of the servants: you remember, Tailor, 

that I am deaf ; observe that. 

^ i. e. The Cortujiano of Baldassare Castiglione. 

^ Surmise, imagine. 
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• TaHor. Ay, thou art in that like one of our young 
gulls, that will not understand any wong is done 
him, because he dares not answer it 

Bird. By your leav:e, bachelor; is the gentlewoman, 
your mistress, stirring 1 
Pren. Yes, she is moving. 

Bird, What says he ? 

Tailor. She is up. 

Bird. Where’s the gentleman, your master, pray youl 
Pren, Where many women desire to have their 
husbands, abroad. 

Bird. I am very thick of hearing. 

Pren. Wliy, abroad; you smell of the bawd. 

Bird. I pray you tell her here’s an old gentlewoman 
would speak with her. 

Pren, So. [Exit. 

Tailor. What, will you be deaf to the gentlewoman 
when she comes, too 1 

Bird. 0, no, she’s acquainted well enough with my 
knavery. 

Enter the Merchant’s Wife. 

She comes. How do you, sweet lady ? 

M. Wife. Lady! 

Bird. By God’s me, I hope to call you lady ere you 
die : what, mistress, do you sleep well on nights ? 

M. Wife. Sleep f ay, as quietly as a client having 
great business with lawyers. 

Bird. Come, I am come to you about the old suit t 
my good lord and master hath sent you a velvet gown 
here j do you like the colour 1 three pile, a pretty fan¬ 
tastical trimming! 1 would Gk)d you would say itj 
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my troth, I dreanied last night you looked %c» 
prettily, so sweetly, methought so like the wisest lady 
of them all, in a velvet gown. 

M. Wife. What's the forepart ? 

Bird. A very pretty stuff; 1 know not the name of 
your forepart, but 'tis of a hair colour. 

M. Wife. That it was my haid fortune, lieingso well 
brouglit up, having so great a portion to my marriage, 
to match so unluckily ’ Why, my husband and liis 
whole credit is not Avorth my apparel: well, I shall 
undergo a strange report in leaving my husband. 

Bird. Tush, if you respect your credit, never think 
of that, for beauty covets rich apparel, choice diet, 
excellent physic. No German clock' nor mathematical 
engine whatsoever, i*e(piires so much reparation as a 
woman’s face; and wliat means hath your husband to 
allow sweet Doctor Glister-pipe his pension ? 1 have 
hoard that you have threescore smocks, that cost three 
pounds a smock ; will tliese smocks ever hold out with 
your husband 1 no, your linen and your apparel must 
turn over a new leaf, I can tell you. 

Tailm\ O admirable bawd! O excellent Birdlime! 

Bird. I have heard he loved you liefore you wei*© 
married, entirely ; what of that ? I have ever found 
it most true in mine own experience, that they which 
are most violent dotards liefore their marriage are most 
voluntary cuckolds after. Many are honest,® either 
Ijecause they have not wit, or l^ecause they have not 

' The German clocks alluded to by our early dramatists 
were those cheap wooden clocks still imported from the 
.same parts, mid, at that time, still more imperfect in their 
construction than they pow are. 

* In the sense of chaste. 
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opportunity to be dishonest; and the Italian, your 
husband’s countryman, holds it impossible any of their 
ladies should be excellent witty, and not make the 
uttermost use of their beauty : will you be a fool then 1 
M. Wife, Thou do’st persuade me to ill, very well. 
Bird. You are nice and peevish; how long will you 
hold out, think you 1 not so long as Ostend.' 

Enter Justiniano, the Meirhant. 

Passion of me, your husband ! Remember that I am 
deaf, and that I come to sell you complexion : truly, 
mistress, I will deal very reasonably with you. 

Jutft. AYhat are you, say ye 1 
Bird. Ay, forsooth. 

J 2 iitt. What, my most happy wife 1 
M. Wife. Why your jealousy ? 

Jwt. Jeah.osy • in faith I do not fear to lose 
That I have lost alreiuly. What are. you ? 

Bird. Please your good worship, I am a poor gentle¬ 
woman, that cast away myself upon an unthrifty cap¬ 
tain, that lives now in Ireland ; I am fain to pick out 
a poor living with selling complexion, to keep the 
frailty, as they say, honest. 

Jtiift. What’s he 1 complexion too • you are a bawd. 
Bird. I thank your good worship for it. ' 

Juitt. Do not I know these tricks 1 
That which thou mak’st a colour for thy sin, 

Hath been tliy first umloiiig,—{xiinting, painting. 

Bird. I have of all sorts, forsooth: here is the burned 
powder of a hog’s jaw bone, to be laid with the oil of 
white poppy, an excellent fucus^ to kill morphew,^ 

* OMemd —which had withstood a siege of three years and 
ten weeks.—D vce. 
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weed out; freckles, and a most excellent groundwosrk 
for painting; here is ginimony likewise burned and^ 
pulverized, to Iwj mingled with the juice of lemons, 
eubliroate mercury, and twf) spoonfuls of the flowers of 
brimstone, a most excellent receipt to cure the flushing 
in the face. 

Jtist. Do you hear: if you have any business to 
despatch with that deaf goodness there, pray you tal^d 
leave oppoitunity, that which most of you long fd# 
(though you never be with child), opportunity ! I’ll 
find some idle business in the mean time; I will, I will 
in truth ; you shall not need fear me , or you may 
speak French; most of your kinds can understand 
French : God b’ wi’ you. 

Being certain thou art false, sleeji, sleep, my brain. 

For doubt was only that which fed my pain. [Erit 

M. Wife. You see what a hell I live in: I am 
resolved to leave him. 

Bird. O the most fortunate gentlewoman I that will 
be so wise, and so, so provi<lent: the caroch* shall come. 

M. Wife. At what hour? 

Bird. Just when women and vintners are a con¬ 
juring ; at midnight. O, the entertainment my lord 
will make you—sweet wines, lusty diet, perfumed linen, 
soft beds! 0 most fortunate gentlewoman ! 

[E.reunf Birdlime and Tailor. 

^ Paint. A Latin word, adopted by our early writers to 
signify the colours used by l^ies to improve their com¬ 
plexions. — Nares. 

® A leprous eruption : gwere, Mori feu. —Nares. 

* 1 . e. 1 give you leave to dispatch it. 

* A large coach ; tarochoy Spanish, as if made from carro 
lie ocAo, a coach and eight.—M isibhieu. 
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Entei* JusTiNiANO. 

Just. Have you done? have you despatched? ’tis 
well \ and, in troth, what was the motion 1 
M. Wt/p. Motion ! wliat motion ? 

Jm(. Motion ! why like the motion in law, that stays 
for a day of hearing, your’s for a night of licaring. 
Come, let’s not have April in your eyes, I jiray you; 

shows a wanton month follows your weeping. Love 
$1 woman for her tears ^ Let a man love oysters for 
their water, fur women, though they should weep 
liquor enough to serve a dyer or a brewer, yet they 
may be as stale as wenches that travel every second 
tide between Gravesend and Billingsgate. 

AT. Wiyp. This madness hliow.s very well. 

Jiisf. Why, look you, 1 am wondrous merry; can 
any man discern by my face, that J am a cuckold ? I 
have known many,suspected for men of this iiiisfortuno, 
when they have walked through the streets, wear their 
hats o’er their eyebrows, like politic jKjntbouses, 
which commonly make the shop of a mercer or a linen- 
t.a vf as dark as a room in Bedlam , Ins cloak shroud" 
ing his face, as if he were a Neapolitan that had 
lost his heard ‘ in April; and if ho walk through 
the street, or any otlier narrow road (as ’tis rare to meet 
a cuckold) lie ducks at the peiitliouses, lik(* an ancient* 
that dares not flourish at the c»ath-iaking of the pr®tor, 
for fear of the sign-jiosts. Wife, wifi*, do I any of 
these ? come, what new’s from his lordsliip ? lias not hia 
lordship’s virtue once gone against the hair, and cov¬ 
eted corners? 

^ i. e. Lost his beard by the operation of the Italian dis¬ 
ease, or French disease. 

^ Ancient wm a standard or flag ; also, an eneign^ of which 
Skinner says it is a corruption. What the meaning of the 
simile is4in present editor cannot suggest. 
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M. Wife, Sir, by my soul I will be plain with you* 

Jmt. PIxcept the forehead, dear wife, except the 
forehead. 

Wife. The gentleman you spake of hath often 
solicited my love, and hath received from me most 
chaste denials. 

Jiist. Ay, ay, provoking resistance : 'tis as if you 
come to buy wares in the city ; bid money for’t: your 
mercer, or goldsmith says, truly I cannot take it; 
lets his customer pass his stall ^ next, nay, perhaps, 
two or three, but if he find he is not jirone to return of 
himself, he calls him kick, and back, and takes his 
money : so you, my dear wife—O the policy of women 
and tnidesmen ’ they’ll bite at anything. 

M. Wife. What would you have me do? all your 
plate, and most part of your jewels, are at pawn; besides, 
I hear you have made over all your estate to men in 
Jhe town here. What would you have me do ? would 
you have me turn common sinner, or sell niy apparel 
to my waistcoat, and become a laundress % 

No laundress, dear wife, though your credit 
would go far with gentlemen for taking up of linen; 
no laundress. 

M. Wife. Come, come, I will speak as my misfortune 
prompts me. Jealousy hath undone many a citizen; it 
hath undone you and me. You married me from the 
service of an honourable lady, and you knew what 
matches I mought^ have had. What would you have 

Jmt. Very gctod, very good. 

* (and the). 

^ i. e. might. ** The preterit nwught had anciently fmr its 
radix the Mxon verb motoe, which was in common use with 
Chaucer, for he had no altmnative, and which we have soft* 
ened into may. ”— Psogk^s Anecdotes of the ISn^Uh Lanyooffe. 
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me to do 1 I would I had never seen your eyes, your 
eyes! 

M, Wife. Your prodigality, your diceing, your riding 
abroad, your consorting yourself with noblemen, your 
building a summer-house,^ hatli undone us, hath undone 
us 1 What would you have me do ? 

Juet. Any thing. I have sold my house, and the 
wares in’t; I am going for Stood- next tide ; what will 
you do now, wife ^ 

M. Wife .—Have you, indeed ? 

Just. Ay, by this light; all’s one ’ I have done as 
some citizmis at thirty, and most heirs at three-and- 
twenty, made all away : wliy do you not ask me now, 
what you shall do 1 

M. Wi/e. I have no counsel in your, voyage, neither 
shall you have any in mine. 

Just. To his lordship; will you not, wife 1 

M. Wife. Even wliither my misfortune leads me. 

Just. Go; no longer will I make my care thy prison. 

M. Wife. 0 my fate! Well, sir, you shall answer 
for this sin, which you force me to. Fare you well ; 
let not the world condemn me, if I seek for mine own 
maintenance. 

Just. So, so. 

M. Wife. Do not send me any letters ; <]q not seek 
any reconcilement ; by this light I’ll receive none: if 
you will send me my apparel, so; if not, choose. * I * 
hope we shall ne’er meet more. 

Just. So, farewell the acquaintance of all the mad 

* i. e. A country-hoQse. 

* So in the original: what town is meant the present editor 
cannot suggest. There is Siotl in Norway, and Htoda in 
Bohemia; out Justiniano’s feigned destination, as it after¬ 
wards appe^, was Italy. 

^ i. e. lei it alone. 
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devils that haunt jealousy ! Why should a man be ^uch 
an ass to play the antic' for his wife’s appetite 1 Imagine 
that T, or any other great man, have on a velvet night- 
clip, and put case that this night-cap be too little for 
my ears or forehead, can any man tell me where my 
night-cap wrings me, except I be such an ass to proclaim 
it ? Well, I do play the fool with njy misfortune very 
handsomely. I am glad that I am certain of my wife’s 
dishonesty ; for a secret strumpet is like mines pre¬ 
pared to ruin goodly buildings. Fiirewell my care. I 
have told my wife I am going for Stoad , that’s not 
my course, for I resolve to take some shape upon me, 
and to live ili.sguised here in the city. Tlicy say for 
one cuckold to know that his friend is in the like head- 
aclie, and to give him counsel, is as if there wore two 
partners, the one to he arrested, the other to Kail him. 
My estate is made over to my friends, that do verily 
Ixdievo, 1 mean to leave England. Have amongst you, 
city dames, you tliat are indeed the fittest, and most 
proper pemons for a comedy ’ nor let the world lay any 
imputation upon my disguise, for court, city, and 
country, are merely as masks one to the other, envied 
of some, laughed at of otliera: and so to my comical 
business. [Ent. 

Scene II.® —TenferhooVs House. 

Entei‘ ^Fasteh Tenterhook, hk Wife, Master Mo- 
NOPoiiY, a Scrivener, and a Cashier. 

Ten. Moll. 

Mid. Ten. What would, heart 1 

^ A burles(]ue and ridiculous personage, represented by 
comic actors. 

* There is no change of scene marked in the original, but 
it is obvious. 
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Ten. Where’s my cashier 1 are the sums right 1 are 
the bonds sealed ? 

Cash. Yea, sir. 

Ten. Will yon have the bags sealed ? 

Mon. O no, sir, I must disburse instantly; we that 
be courtiers have more places to send money to, than 
the devil hath to send his spirits : there’s a great dtml 
of hglit gold. 

Ten. 0, sir, ’twill away in play : and' you will stay 
till to-morrow you sliall have it' all in now sovereigns. 

Mon. No, in troth, ’tis no matter, ’twill away in play. 
Let mo see the bond, let me see when this money is to 
be paid; the tentli of August: the first day that J must 
tender this money, is the first of dog-days. 

ScHv. I fear ’twill be hot staying f(jr you in London 
then. 

Ten. Scrivener, take home the bond with you. 

[Exit Srrivmer. 

Will you stay to dinner, sir? Have you any partridge, 
Moll? 

MoU. No, ill troth, lieart; but an excellent pi(;kled 
goose, a new service. Pray you, stay. 

Mon. Sooth, 1 cannot. By this light, I am so infin- 
itely, so unboundably bidiolding’^ to you ! 

Ten. Well, signior. I’ll leave you. My cloak, there. 

MoU. When wdll you come home, heait? 

Ten. In troth, self, I know not; a Irieiid of your’a 
and mine liath broke. 

MoU. Wlio, sir ? 

Ten. Master Jnstiniano, the Italian. 

'If. 

* An old form of hfhofdeny still in use among the lower 
orders, who are great Conservatives in language. 
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Moll. Broke, sir ! *' 

Tpu. Yea, soofcli; I was offered forty yesterday upon 
the Exchange, to assure a hundred. 

Moll. By my troth, 1 am sorry. 

, Ten. And )iis wife is gone to the party. ^ 

Moll. Gone to tlio jiarty ! O wicked creature ! 

Ten. Farewell, good Master ^lonopoly ; I prithee 
visit me often. [Ej^Y, 

Mon. Little Mf»ll, send away the fellow. 

Moll. Philip, TMiilip. ’ 

GohIi. Here, forsooth. 

Moll, (to into Bucklersbury,-^ and fetch me two 
ounces of ])reserved melons; look there l)e no tobacco 
taken m the shop when he weighs it. 

Ca«h. Ay, forsooth. \^Exit 

Mon. What do you eat preserved melons for, Moll ? 

Moll. In troth, for the shaking of the heart; I have 
here sometimes such a shaking, and downwards such 
a kind of eartlKpiake, as it were. 

Mon. Do you hoar, let your man carry home my 
money to the Ordinary, and lay it m my chamber, but 
let him not tell my host that it is money; I owe him but 
forty pound, and the rogue is hast}"; he will follow me 
when he thinks I have money, and pry into me as 
crows jierch upon carrion, and when he hath found it 
out, ])rey upon me as heralds do upon funerals.'* 

Moll. Come, come, you owe much money in {own; 

^ I. e. “ The party, or {>erson—^Yoii know whom I mean.” 
The phrase has lately come up again, os a slang expression. 

^ Tins street, in our author’s time, was chi^y 

by druggists, who sold all kinds of herbs, green as well as 
diy.—N akes. 

‘^1. e. Smoked. 

* 1. e. In the finding and painting of arms for eroutcheons. 
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wlten you have forfeited your bond, 1 shall ne’er see 
you uiora 

Mmi. You are a monkey ; I’ll pay him ’fore *a day ; 
I’ll see you to morrow, too. 

Moll. By my troth, I love you very honestly; you 
vvei*e never the f]fentlenmii offered any iiiicivility to me, 
which is stmiige, inethinks, in one that comes from 
beyond seas . would I liad given a thousand iH>und, I 
coidd not love thee so ! 

Mon. Do you hear ? You slmll feign some scurvy 
disease or other, and go to the Bath next sj)ring j I’ll 
meet you there. 

Entei' !MisTitEsrt Hoxeysucki.e and jMistukhs Wafer. 

Mint. Hmfoj. liy yi»ur leave, sweet Mistress Tenter 
hook. 

MoU. Oh, how ilost, partner 1 

Mon. Gcntlew(mieti, I stayed f(»r a most happy wind, 
and now the breatli from your sweet, sweet lips, should 
set me going. Oufid Mistress Honeysuckle, good Mis¬ 
tress Wafer, good Mistress Tentc*rhook, 1 will |»ray for 
you, that neither rualhliiji in loves, pureness of jiahit- 
iiig, or riding out of town, nor acrpiaiiiting each other 
witli it, lie a cause your sweet beauties do fall put, and 
rail one upon anotlier. 

Mt»t. Wafer. Rail, sir ’ we do not use to rail. 

Mon. Why, mistress, railing is your mother tongue, 
as well as lying. 

Mid. Honey. But do* you think we can fall out ? 

Mon. In troth, lieaiities, as one s|mkc seriously, that 
there was no inheritance in the amity of princes, so 
think I of women; too often^ interviews amongst 

* Frequent. 
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women, as amongst princes, breed envy oft to othep^s 
fortune; there is only in the amity of women an estate 
for' will, and every puny knows that is no certain 
inheritance. 

Mist, Wafer, You are merry, sir. 

M(m, So may I leave yo\i, most fortunate gentle¬ 
woman. [Ejdt. 

Moll. Love shoots here. 

Mist. Wafer. Tenterhook, what gentleman is that 
gone out ] is he a man 1 

Mist. Honey. O God, and an excellent trumpeter. He 
came lately from the university, and loves city dames 
only for their victuals. Ho hath an excellent trick to 
keep lobsters and crabs sweet in summer, and calls it a 
device to prolong the clays of shell-fish, for which I do 
suspect lie hath been clerk to some nobleman’s kitchen. 
I have heard he never love.s any wench till slie be as 
stale as Frenchmen cat their wild-fowl. 1 shall anger 
her.2 

Moll. How stale, good Mistress Nimblewit. 1 

Mist. Honey. Why, as stale as a country hostess, on 
Exchange sempster,*^ or a court laundress. 

Moll. Ho is your cousin ; how your tongue runs ! 

Mist. Honey. Talk and make a noise, no matter to 
what piiri)ose; 1 have learned that wnth going to puritan 
lectures. I was yesterday at a banquet: will you 
discharge my ruffs of some wafers and how dofh thy 
husband, W«ifer? 

^ At will. ® (Aside ) 

^ Sempstresses used to have their shops at the Exchange. 
For the most part, their reputation was not immaculate. 

^ Prdbably toe sweet wafer cakes, which were known in 
those days, as we find Shakespeare (Henry V. act ii. sc. 3 ) 
alluding to them. Mistress Honeysuckle, in order to dis¬ 
charge a jeu dt mots upon Mistress Wafer, feigns as though 
some of these wafers had got into her ruff. • • 
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iiisi. Wafer. Faith, very well. 

Mist. Homy. He is just like a torch bearer to maskers; 
he wears good clothes, and is ranked in good company, 
but he doth nothing: thou art fain to take all and pay 
all. 

Moll. The more happy she: would I could make 
such an ass of my husband too ! I hear say he breeds 
tliy child in Ins'teeth, every year. 

Mint. Wafer. In faith, he doth. 

Mist. Honey, lly my troth, ’tis pity but the fool 
should have the other two pains incident to the head. 

Mist. Wafer What are they? 

Mist. Honey. Why the head-achc and horn-ache. I 
heard say that ho would have had thee nurse thy child 
thyself, too. 

Mist. Wafer. That he would, truly. 

Mist. Honey. vVliy, there’s the policy of husbands to 
keep their wives in. I do assure you, if a woman of 
any markable face in the world give her child suck, look 
how many wrinkles be in the nipple of her breast, so 
many will be m her forehead, by that time twelve* 
month. Jlut, sirrah,^ we are come to acquaint thee 
witli an excellent secret; we two learn to write. 

MoU. To write ! 

Mist. Honey. Yes, believe it, and we have the finest 
schoolmaster, a kind of Precisian, and yet an honest 
knave too. By my troth, if thou beest a good wench, 
let him teach thee: thou mayst send him of any errand, 
and trust him with any secret; nay, to see how de¬ 
murely he will bear himself before our husband^ and 
how jocund when their backs aie^umed! 

^ Sirrah. In old {days this term is frequently applied to 
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Moll. For God’s love, let me see him. * 

Mist. Wafei\ To-morrow weH send him to thee > til 
then, sweet Tenterliook, we leave thee, wishing thou 
mayest have the fortune to change thy name often. 

Mnlh How ! change ray name ? 

Mist. fVaJn. Ay, for thieves and widows love to 
shift many names, and make sweet use of it too. 

Moll. O, you are a wag, indeed ! Good Wafer, re¬ 
member my schoolmaster. Farewell, gocxl Honeysuckle. 

Mist. Honey, Farewell, Tenterhook. [Esceunt, 


ACT II. —Scene i. 



Enter Boniface, an apprentice^ hrushiny his master^s 
cloak and cap (singimj), enter Master Honeysuckle 
iti his ni(jht~cap^ trussing hinisclf.^ 

Honey. 

ONIFACE, make an end of ray cloak and 
cap. 

Bon. I have despatched ’em, sir; both of 
them lie flat at your mercy. 

Honey. ’Fore God, methinks my joints are nimlder 
every morning since I came over than they were before. 
In France, wdien I rose, I was so stil^ and so stark, I 
would ha’ sworn my legs had been wooden pegs; a 
constable now-cho-sen^ kept not such a peripatetical gait; 
blit now I’m as limber as an ancient® that has flourished 
in the rain, and as active as a Norfolk tumbler. 

Bon. You may see what change of pasture is able 
to doh 

^ Trussing hims^. ^Tying the laces, (h* braces, Vhioh 
fastened np his breeches. 

* Conjectnrally, not yet well drilled. ’ Flag, staadaniU 
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*Honey, It makes fat calves ia Rumney Marsh, and 
lean knaves in London : therefore, Boniface, keep your 
ground. God*s my pity, my forehead has more crumples 
than the back part of a counsellor’s go%vn, when another 
rides upon his neck at the bar. Boniface, take my 
helmet: give your mistress my night-cap. Are my 
antlers swoln so big, that my biggen' pinches my brows 1 
6o, request her to make my head-piece a little wider. 

Bon. How much wider, sir 1 

Homy. I can allow her almost an inch : go, tell heJ 
BO, very near an inch. 

Bon. If she be a right citizen’s wife, now her hus¬ 
band has given her an inch, she’ll take an ell, or a yard 
at least. [Exit. 

Enter Sionior J’TmiNiANO, the merclimd^ like a writing 

mechajiical imlant. 

Honey. Master Paretithesis ’ salve, domitie. 

Jiiet. Salve tu r/nogue . juheo fe solvere plurimum. 

Honey No more plurimumti^ if you love me ; Latin 
whole-meats are now minced, and served in for English 
galUmawfries ; let us, therefore, cut out our uplandish 
neats’ tongues, and talk li^ regenerate Bntons. 

Just Your worship is welcome to England : I poured 
out onsons for your arrival. 

Homy. Thanks, good Master Parenthesis: and qm 
wmoelles f what news flutters abroad ? do jackdaws dung 
the top of Paul’s steeple still 1 

Juit. The more is the pity, if any daws do come into 
ihe temple, as I>fear they do. • 


^ A nightcap, or any close fitting cap. 
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Homy. They say Charing-cross is fallen down sincSa 
I went to Rochelle : but that’s no such wonder; ^twas 
old, and stood awry, as most part of the world can tell. 
And though it lack under-propping, yet, like great fel* 
lows at a wrestling, when their heels are once flying up, 
no man will save ’em ; down they fall, and there let 
them lie, though they were bigger than the guard 
Charing-cross was old, and old things must shrink, aa 
well as new northern cloth. 

Jun/. Your worship is in the right way, verily ; they 
must so; Imta number of better things between West- 
minster-bridge and Temple-bar, both of a worshipful 
and honourable erection, are fallen to decay, and have 
suffered putrefaction, since Charing fell, that were not 
of half so long standing as the j)oor wry-necked 
monument. 

Honvij. Who’s within there ? One of you call up 
your mistress I tell her here’s her writing schoolmaster. 
1 had not thought, Master Parenthesis, you had been 
such an early stirrer. 

Jmt. Sir, your vulgar and fourpenny-penmen, that, 
like your London sempsters, keep oiieii shop, and sell 
learning by retail, may keep their beds and lie at their 
pleasure; but we that edify in private and traffic by 
wholesale must bo up with the lark, because, like country 
attornies, we are to shuffle up many matters in a fore¬ 
noon. Certes, Master Honeysuckle, 1 would sing Lata 
Deo^ so 1 may but please all those that come under my 
fingers; for it is my duty and function, perdy,^ to bo 
fervent in my vocation. 

^ As we say now, **lbig as a horse-guardsman.** 

^ A modification of Pordtew / 
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• Honetj. Your hoiid: I ara glad our city has so good, 
80 necessary, and so labrnious a member in it; we lack 
painful and expert penmen amongst us. Master Par¬ 
enthesis, you teach many of our merchants, sir, do you 
not ? 

Jmt Both wives, maids, and daughters ; and I thank 
Gotl the very worst of tliem lie by very goiai men’s 
aides : 1 pick out a poor living amongst ’em, and 1 am 
thankful for it. 

Trust me I am not sorry : liow long have 
you exei'ciscd this quality ? 

Jtutf, Come Michael-tide next, this thirteen year. 

Honoy. And how does my wife prolit umler you, sirl 
h(y>e you to do any good upon her 1 

Jmt, Master Honeysuckle, I am in grtmt hope she 
shall fnirtify : 1 will do my best, for my part; I can 
do no more tliaa another man can. 

Honey. Pray, sir, ply her, for slie is capable of any 
thing. 

Jmt. So far as my poor talent win stretch, it shall 
not l>e hidden from her. 

Honey. Does she hold her pen well yet? 

Jufit She leans somewliat b)o liard uf)on her pen 
yet, sir, but practice and animadversion will break her 
from that. * 

Homy. Tlieu she grubs her pent 

Jmt. It’s but my pains to mend the ntdj again. 

Honey, And whereabouts is she now, Master Paren¬ 
thesis? She was talking of you this morning, and 
commending you in her bed, and told me she was past her 
letters. 

JwU. Truly, sir, she took her letters very suddenly, 
and is now in her minims. 
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Honeif. I would she were in her crotchets too, Master 
Parenthesis : ha, ha! I must talk merrily, sir. 

Sir, so long as your mirth be void of all 
squimlity,^ 't w not unfit for your calling. I trust, ere 
few days be at an end, to have her fall to her joining, for 
she has her letters , Jier A, her great B, and 

her great C, very right; D, and E, delicate; her double 
F of u good length, but that it straddles a little too 
wide , at the G, \ery cuiiniiig. 

liow'if. Her H is full, like mine; a goodly big H. 

Jii4, But her double L is w(dl; her O of a reason¬ 
able size; at her P and Q, neither mcrchant'b daughter, 
alderman’s wife, young country gentlewoman, nor 
courtier's mistress, can luatcli her. 

And how lier U ? 

Just, U, sir! .she fetche-s up U Imst of all; her sin¬ 
gle U .she can fashion two or three ways, but her 
double IT is ns I would wish it. 

//owey. And, faith, who takes it faster; my wife or 
Mistress Tenterhook 1 

JiiiJ. 0, your wife, by odds; she’ll take more in one 
hour than I can fasten either uix)n Mistress Tenterhook, 
or Mistress Wafer, or Miatre.ss Flafidragon, the brewer’s 
wife, in three. 

Elder Juditu, Honbvsucklb’s Wifb. 

Himey, Do not thy cheeks bum, sweet chuckaby^ 
for we are talking of thee ? 

Jiuiiih. No goodness, I warrant; you have few dti* 
sens speak well of their wives behind their backs: bat 
to their faces they’ll cog worse and be more suppUant 


' S^irrility, a disfiguremeot of scurrility. 
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tl^n clients that sue in fomxa paper,^ How does my 
master) troth,*I am a very truant: have you your 
ruler about you, master) for look you, I go clean 
awry. 

Jaet. A small fault; most of my scholars do so. 
Look you, sir, do not you tliink your wife will mend ? 
mark her dashes, and her strokes, and her breakings, 
and her l)euduigs. 

Hmmf. She knows wlnil I have promised her if she 
do mend. Nay, by my fay,*^ Jude, this is well, if you 
would not fly out thus, but keep your line. 

Judith, I shall in time, when my hand is in. Have 
you a new [►cu for me, master ? for, by my truly, my 
old one is stark naught, and w^iU cast no ink. Whither 
are you going, lamb) 

Hi Hie If. To the Custom-liouse, to the 'Change, to my 
wartthoustj, to aivers places. 

Judith. (lu<jd Cole,’ tarry not past eleven, for you 
turn my stomach then from iny dinner. 

I will make more hasU* home than a sti^ien- 
diaiy Switzer does after he’s paid. Fare you well, 
Master Parenthesis. 

Jiulith, 1 am so troubled with the rheum tool 
Mouse, what’s gotxl for’t) 

Honey. How often have I told you you must get a 
patch * * I must hence. [ExiU 

Judith, 1 think, when all’s done, 1 must follow his 

* Mrs. Judith’s notion of formd jMuperin. ^ My faith. 

* Qnere, as Cole is on old word for cabbe^e, whether this eH' 
deument is not analogous with the Petit Ckou at the French) 

* you must yet a patch. ] ** Even as hlaeke patches are womif 
•OOM for {Wide, some to stay the Hhewme^ and some to hide the 
scab,” ftc. Jiscke Drwas EntertainmeaL 1616. (Dyes.j^ 
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counsel, and take a patcli; I’d have had one long are 
this, hut for disfiguring rny face : yet I had noted that 
a mastic patch upon some women’s temples hath been 
the very rheum' of hejiuty. 

JvMt. Is he departed ? is old Nestor marched into 
Troy ? 

Jwlitli, Yes, you mad Greek, the gentleman’s gone. 

Jv^t. Wliy then clap up copy-books, down with pens, 
hang up ink-homs; and now, my sweet Honeysuckle, 
see what golden-winged bee from Hybla flies humming 
crura thi/mo wliich ho will empty in the hive 

of your bosom. 

Judiih. From whom? 

Juift At the skirt of that sheet, in black work, is 
wrought his name; break not up® tlio wildfowl till anon, 
and tlien feed upon him in private: there’s otlier irons 
i’ th’ lire, more sacks are coming to the mill. 0, you 
sweet temptations of the sous of Adam, I commend 
you, extol you, magnify you ’ Were I a poet, by 
Hippocrene I swear (wdiich w’as a certain well, where 
all the Muses watoi*ed), and by Parnassus eke I swear, 
I Avoiild rhyme you to death with jiraises, for that you 
can be content to he with old men all night for their 
money, and walk to your gardens with j^oung men i' 
th’ daytime for your pleasure. O you delicate damna¬ 
tions, you do but as I wi^uld do ! Were I the properest* 
sweetest, plumpest, cherry-cheeked, coral-lipped woman 
in a kingdom, I would not dance after one man’s pipe. 

Judith, And why ? 

Just. Especially after an old man’s. 

' If in a correct reading, perhaps in the sense of eccenUio 
£an^. 

* Thighs laden with thyme. 


*-To carve. 
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•JudWi. And why, pray Y 

Just. Especially after an old citizen's. 

Judith. Still, and why t 

Just Marry, because the suburbs,' and those without 
the bars,^ have more privilege than they within the 
freedom. Wliat need one woman dote upon one man, 
or one man be mad, like Orlando, for one woman 1 

Judith. Trotli, ’fcia true, considering how much flesh 
is in every shambles. 

Just. Wiy should I long t(» eat of linker’s bread only, 
when there’s so niiudi sifting, and Imlting, and grinding 
ill every comer of the city 1 Men and women are born, 
and come running into the world faster than coaches 
do into Cheapsido upon Kimou and Jinle’s day ; ^ and 
are eaten up by death faster than mutton ami porridge 
in a term time. Who would pin their hearts to any 
sleeve 1 This world is like a mint; we are no sooner 
cast into the fire, taken out again, hammered, stamped, 
and made current, but presently we arc changed; the 
new money, like a new drab, is catched at by Dutch, 
Spanish, Welch, French, Scotch, and English ; but the 
old cracked King Harry groats are shoveled up, till, 
bruizing and battering, clijiping and nudting, they 
smoke for’t. 

Judith, The world’s an arrant naughty pack 1 see, 
and is a very scurvy world. 

Jmt. Scurv}’ 1 worse tlian the conscience of a broom- 
man, that carries out new ware and brings home old 
shoes. A naughty pack! why, there’s no minute, no 


* The suburbs were more particularly noted for houses of 
iU'fame. 

^ The city bar-gates. 

’ Old L(mi Mayor^s day. 
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thought of time passes, but some viSlftny or other i^a 
brewing. Why, even now,—now, at holding up of 
this linger, and Ixifore the turning down of this, some 
are murdering, some lying with their maids, some pick* 
ing of pockets, some cutting purses, some cheating, some 
weighing out hrilies; in this city, some wives are cuckold* 
ing some luishauds; in yonder village, some far* 
mens are iioav grinding the jawlxines of the poor. 
Therefore, sAvect scholar, sugared Mistress Honeysuc^e, 
take summer l)efore you, and lay hold of it; why, even 
now, must 3 'ou and I liatch an egg of iniquity. 

JwJith. Truth, master, I think thou wilt prove a very 
knave. 

Jiist. It's the fault of many that fight under this band.^ 

Jmlith. I shall lovo a puritan s face the worse whilst 
1 live, for that copy of thy countenance. 

Jusl. We iu-e all weathei'cocks, and must follow the 
wind of tlie present, fiom the hnis. 

Jiuhth. Change a bowl, then. 

Juat. I will so; and now for a good cast: there’s 
the knight, sir Gosling Glowwonii. 

Judith, He’s a knight made out of wax. 

JuMt, He took up silks upon his bond, I confess; nay 
more, he’s a knight in print; but let his knighthood bo 
of what stamp it will, from him come I, to entreat you, 
and Mistress Wafer, and Mistress Tenterhook, being 
both my scholars, and your honest pew-^ellows,* to 
meet him this afteniooii at the Bhenish wine-houae T 

^ The Puritan’s flat collar, which Justiniano, in his dls* 
guise, wore. 

* Pewfellow, a person who sat in the same pew at chnrt^ 
Metaphori<»lly, a companion. 
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th^ StillyiuxL^ Captain Whirlpool wiU be there, young 
Linstock, the alderman’s son and lieir, there too. 
Will you steal forth, and htste of a Dutch bun, and a 
keg of sturgeon ? 

Jviliih, What excuse shall I coin now ? 

Just Phew ! excuses ! You must to the Pawn to 
buy lawn f to Saint Martin’s for lace to the Garden; 
to the Glass-house * to your gossip’s; to the poul- 
ter’s else take out an <»ld rufl' and go to j'our semp- 
ster’s—excuses ! why they are more ripe than medlars 
at Christmas. 

Jwlith. I'll como ; the hour? 

Just Two: the w'ay tliruugh Paul's, every wazidi 
take a pillar, tiiere clap on your masks; your men will 
lie beliind you, and, before your ]>rayer8 l>e half done, 
be before you, a .d man you out at several doors. You’ll 
be there 1 

Judith. If 1 bmthe. [Kxit 

Jud. Farewell. So: now must 1 go set to’thor 

* Tlie Steelvard, in Upfier Thanicw Street, whore a brick 
building, still called the Steelyard, denotes the site. Here 
the Hans Town Merchants were (>ermitted to sell Khenish 
wine by retail, and it was further ** lately famous for neate- 
tongues, &c,”—B i^oust’s Olossoyraphta. 

* Some noted dra|)er’s shop, ut the Exchange, having the 
Pawn or Peacock {tucu) for its sign. Mr, Pairholt, how¬ 
ever. seems to think it was some estoblishment for the sate 
of unredeemed pledges. 

* St. Martin’s, a collegiate church and sanctuary, on the 
rite of the General Post Office, where, after the dissolution of 
religious houses, a kind of alsatta was established, whieh 
becune noted, among other things, for the sale of foretgn 
gooda->Ci7Nxi5iiHAM’s Hwid Ik^ of London. 

* In Cmtched Friars, where a manufactory of Venetian glses 
wasestablisbed by James V^erselyn—Vercellini, osStiypeeallS 
him, or Jacob Venalini, as Stow calls him— 15^.— T. C. 

* Ponlter’s,». e. poultersria 
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■wenches the self-same copy : a rare schoolmaster, 4or 
all kinds of hands, I. O, what strange curses are 
jioured down with one blessing ! Do all tread on the 
hcell Have all the art to hoodwink wise men thus) 
and, like those builders of Babel’s tower, to speak un¬ 
known ttujgues, of all, save by their husbands, under¬ 
stood 1 

Well, if, as ivy Mvout the elm does twine, 

All wives love clipping, there’s no fault in mine. 

But if the world lay speechless, even the de>ad 
Would rise, and thus cry out from yawning graves: 
Women make men, or fools, or beasts, or slaves. \^Exit, 

Scene II. 

Kntei' Kaul ami Mistress Birdlime. 

Earf. Her answer ! talk in music > will she come) 
BinL (), my sides ache in my loins, in my liones • I 
ha’ more need of a ]K)8set of sack, and lie in ray bed 
and .sweat, than to talk in music. No honest woman 
would run hurrying up and down thus, and undo her¬ 
self for a man of honour, without reason. I am so 
lame, every foot that I set to the ground went to my 
heart; 1 thought I had been at iiium-chance,^ my 
bones rattled so with jaunting: had it not been for a 
friend in a corner \TakeH aqita-vitfv]^ I had kicked up 
my heels. 

Earf. Minister comfort to me—will she come 1 
Birth All the castles of comfort that I can put you 
into IS this, that the jealous uittol her husband, came^ 
like a mad ox, bellowing in whilst 1 was there. 0,1 
ha’ lost niy sweet breath with trotting! 

^ A sort of game played with dice w cards.— 
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KarU Death to my heartf her husband! What 
aaith he 1 

Bird. The frieze-jerkm rascal out with liis purse, 
end called me plain bawd to my face. 

Earl. Aiiliction to me! then thou spak’st not to 
her? 

Bird. 1 s|«ike to her, m clients do to lawyers with¬ 
out money, to no purpose; but I'll speak Mith him, 
and hamper him loo, if e\er he full into my clutclies. 
rU make the yellow-liammer' lier Imsband know, (for 
all he's an Italian) iliat there’s a diil'erenco between a 
cogging^ liawd and an honest niotlierly gentlewoman. 
Now, what cold whetstones lie over your stomacher? 
will you have some of my a^ji^a ? Why, niy lord ! 

Earl. Thou hast killed me with thy words. 

Bird. 1 see biishful lovers, and young bullocks, are 
knocked down at a )>low. Come, come, drink this 
draught of cinnamon-water, and pluck up your spirits , 
up with ’em, up with ’em. Do you hear? the whiting 
mop^ has nibbled. 

Earl. Hii! 

Bird. 0,1 thought 1 should fetch you : you can ha/ 
at that: I’ll make you hrm / anon. As I’m a sinner, 1 
think you’ll find the sweetest, sweetest bexlfellow of 
her. O, she looks so sugaredly, simiHjringly, so gin¬ 
gerly, so amorously, so amiably ! Buch a red lip, such 
a white forehead, such a black eye, such a full cheek,, 
and such a goodly little nose, now she’s in that French 
gown, Scotch falls, Scotch bum, and Italian head-tire 


' The jealems bird. • Lying, cheating. 

* Young wbiiiog—metaphorically, a nice, fair g^rL 
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you sent her, and is such an enticing she-witch, carfy- 
jng the charms of your jewels about her! 0 ! 

Earl. Did she receive them ?—speak—^here’s golden 
keys 

T’ unlock thy lips—did she vouchsafe to take them 1 

Bird, Did she vouchsafe to take them? there^s a 
question! You shall find she did vouchsafe. The 
troth is, my lord, I got her to my house, there she put 
off her own clothes, my lord, and put on your*s, my 
lord ; provided her a coach; searched the middle aisle 
in Paul’s,^ and, with three Elizabeth twelve-pences 
pressed tliree knaves, my lord, hired three liveries in 
Long-lane,2 to man her : for all which, so God mend 
me, I’m to pay this night before sunset. 

Earl. This shower'^ shall fill them all: rain in their 
laps, 

Wliat golden drops thou wilt 

Bird. Alas, my lord, I do but receive it with one 
hand, to pay it away with another! I’m but your 
baily."* 

Earl. Where is she ? 

Bird. In the green velvet chamber : the poor sinful 
creature pants like a pigeon imder the hands of a hawk, 
therefore use her like a woman, my lord; use her hon¬ 
estly, my lord, for, alas, she’s but a novice, and a very 
green thing! 

Earl. Farewell: I’ll in unto her. 

^ The body of old St PaursOhiircii was a constant place 
resort for business and amusement; advertisements were fixed 
up there, baigains made, servants hired, politics discussed, 
Ac. Ac. 

* Long'lane, in Alderamte Stoeet, was largely occupied 
by dealers in second-hand clothes. 

* Giving her gold. * Bailiff, factor, 
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•Bird. Fie iii>on't, that were not for your honour; 
you know gentlewomen used to come to lords’ chamben, 
and not lords to the gentlewomen’s: I’d not have her think 
you are such, a raiik^ rider. Walk you here; I’ll 
beckon; you shall see I’ll fetch her with a wet finger $ * 
Elarl. Do so. 

Bird, pist’ wliy, sweetheart, Mistress Justiniano! 
why, pretty soul, tread softly, and come into this room; 
here Iw rushes,'^ yon need not fear the ei'eaking of your 
cork shoes. 


Eidn ' Mistress Justiniano. 

• 

So, well said; there’s his honour. I have business, my 
lord: verily now the marks are set up, I’ll get me 
twelve score off and give aim.^ [Exit, 

Earl, Y’ are welcome, sweet, y’ are welcome : bless 
my hand 

With the soft kmch of your’s. Can you be cruel 
To one so prostrate to you ? even my heart, 

My happiness, and state lie at your feet. 

My hopes me flatter’d that the field was won, 

That you had yielded, (though you conrpier me,) 

And that all marble scales that barr’d your eyes 
From throwing light on mine, were quite ta’en off 
By the cunning woman’s hand that works for me: 
Why, therefore, do you wound me now with frowns t 

^ Raw, inexperienced. ^ i. e. easily, readily. 

* Rooms at that period, were covered with rushes, by way 
of carpets. 

* To give aim was to stand within a convenient distance 
from the butte, to inform the archers how near their arrows 
fell to the mark.— Nares. 
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Why do you fly me 1 Do not exercise 
The art of woman on me, I’m already 
Your captive, sweet: are these your hate, or fears ? 
Mist. Just. I wonder lust can liang at such white hairs. 
Earl. You give my love ill names ; it is not lust; 
Law'less desires well temper’d ma}' seem just. 

A thtnisand mornings, with tlio early sun, 

Mine eyes have from your windows watch’d to steal 
Brightness from those : as oft upon the days 
That consecrated to devotion are, 

Within the holy temple have I stood disguis’d, 

Waiting your presence; and when your hands 
Went up towards heaven to draw some blessing down^ 
Mine, as if all my nerves by yours did move, 

Begg'd in dumb signs some pity for my love: 

And thus being feasted only with your sight, 

I went more pleased than sick men wdth fresh health, 
Rich men witli honour, lieggars do with wealth. 

Mist. Just. Part^ now so pleas’d, for now you more 
enjoy me. 

Earl. U you do wish me physic to destroy me ! 

Mist. Just. I have already leaped beyond the bounds 
of modesty. 

In piecing out my wings with bonow’d feathers: 

But you sent a sorceress so perfect in her trade, that 
did so lively 

Breathe forth your passionate accents, and could draw 
A lover languishing so piercingly, 

That her charms wrought upon me, and in pity 
Of your sick heart which she did counterfeit, 


‘ IVurt fnnn me. 
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^0, she’s a subtle beldame !) see I clotli’d 
limbs, thus player-like, in rich attires, 
j^ot fitting mine estate, and am come forth, 

But why 1 know not. 

Earl. Will you love me ? 

Miiit. Jmt. y es; 

If you can clear me of a debt that's due 
But to one man, I’ll pay my heart to you. 

Earl. WJio’s that 1 
Mid. Jiuit. My husband. 

Earl. Ujni)h. 

Mist. Jrist. The siiin’s so great, 

I know a kingdom cannot answer it; 

And therefore 1 lieseech you, good my lord, 

To take this gilding off, wliich is your own, 

And henceforth cease to throw out golden hooks, 

To choke mine honour: though my husband’s poor, 
I’ll ratlier lieg for him that lie your whore. 

Earl. ’Gainst lieauty you plot treason, if you suffer 
Tears to do violence to so fair a check. 

That face was ne’er made to look pale with want. 
Dwell here, and be the sovereign of my fortunes: 
Thus shall you go attir’d. 

Mut, Jud. Till lust l>e tir’d. 

I must take leave, my lord, 

JSarl. Sweet creature, stay. 

My coffers shall be yoiir’s, my servants your’s, 

Myself will be your servant; and I swear 
By that which 1 hold dear in you, your beauty, 

(And which I'll not profane) you shall live here 
As free from base wrong as you are from blackness^ 

So you will deign but let me enjoy your sight; 

VOL. h H 
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Answer me, will you 1 

Mist. Just. I will think upon’t. 

Earl. Unless you shall perceive that all my thoughts 
And all my actions be to you flevoted, 

And that I very justly earn your love, 

Let me not taste it. 

Missl. Just. I will think upon^t. 

Earl. But when you find my merits of full weight. 
Will you accept their worth 1 
Mist. Just. I’ll think upon’t. 
rd speak with the old woman. 

Earl. She shall come, 

Joys that are horn xinlook’d for, are born dumb. [E:rit. 

Mist. Just. Poverty, thou bane of chastity. 

Poison of beauty, broker pf maidenheads ! 

I see when forcp nor wit can scale the hold, 

* 

Wealth must; she’ll ne’er be won that defies gold : 

But lives tliero such a creature ? 0, ’tis rare 
To find a woman chaste that’s poor and fair! 

Enter Birdlime. 

Bird. Now, lamb, has not his honour dealt like on 
honest nobleman with you ? I can tell you, you shall 
not find him a templar, nor one of these cogging Cath> 
arinc-pear-coloured* beards, that by their good wills 
would have no pretty woman ’scape them. 

Mist Just. Thou art a very bawd, thou art a devil 
Cast in a reverend shape 1 thou stale damnation, 

Wliy hast thou me entic’d from mine own paradise, 

To steal fruit in a barren wilderness 1 

1 i e. red. It was the fashion with the gallants in our 
AuthoPe time to colour their beards, aim rtd was a 
favourite tint. 
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•BM. Bawd, and devil, and stale damnation! will 
women's tongues, like baker's legs, never go straight! 

Mist, Just. Had thy Circsean magic me transform’d 
Into that sensual sha|)e for which thou conjiir’st, 

And that 1 were turn’d common venturer, 

I could not love this old man. 

Bird. This old man, umph ^ this old man! da his 
hoary hairs stick in your stomach ? yet, methinks, his 
silver hairs should move you ; they may servo to make 
you bodkins. Does his age grieve you ? Fool ! is not 
old wine wholesomc&t, old pippins toothsomest, old wood 
bum brightest, old linen wash whitest ? old soldiers, 
sweetheart, are surest, and old lovers are soundest: I 
ha’ tried Ikoth. 

Mist. Just. So will not I. 

Bird. You <1 have some young perfumed beardless 
gallant board you, that spits all his brains out at’s 
tongue’s end, would you not ? 

Mist. Just. No, none at all; not any. 

Bird. None at all! Avhat do you make here then 1 
why are you a burthen to the world’s conscience, and 
an eye-sore to well-given men 1 I dare pawn my gown, 
aitd all the l)eds in my house, and all the gettings in 
Michaelmas term next, to a tavern token,^ that thou 
ehalt never be an innocent. 

Mist, Just. Who are so 1 

Bird. Fools; why, then, are you so precise ? Your 
husband’s down the wind; and will you, like a hag¬ 
gler’s^ arrow, be down the weather 7 strike whilst the 

^ TohenSf small coins struck by private individuals to pass 
lor a farthing. 

* HagglsTj an upper farm-servant—Haxxi well. 
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iron is hot. A woman, when there be roses on hsr 
cheeks, cherries on lier lips, civet in her breath, ivory 
in her teeth, lilies in her hand, and liquorice in her 
heart, why, she's like a play; if new, very good com¬ 
pany, very goocl company; but if stale, like old Jer¬ 
onimo, go by, go by therefore, as 1 said before, strike. 
Besides, you must think that the commoiiity of beauty 
was not made to lie dead upon any young woman's 
hands; if your husband have given up his cloak, let 
another take measure of you in his jerkin : for as th& 
cobbler in the night time walks with his lanthorn, the 
merchant and the lawyer with his link, and the courtier 
with his torch, so every lip has his lettuce to himself;^ 
the lob'* has his lass, the collier his dowdy, the western- 
man his pug, the serving-man his punk, the student hia 
nun in White-Friars, the puritan his sister, and the 
lord his lady ; which worshipful vocation may fall upon, 
you, if you’ll but strike whilst the iron is hot. 

Mist. Just. Witch, thus I break thy spells: were I 
kept brave'* 

On a king’s cost, I am but a king’s slave. [Exit, 

Bi nt. 1 see, that as Frenchmen love to bo bold, Fle¬ 
mings to be drunk, Welchmen to be called Britons, and 
Iiishinen to be costermongers ; so cockneys, especially 
she cockneys, love not aqiia-vitm when 'tis gootl for 
them. 

* All expression, mode almost proverbial by the ridicule 
of contemporary "writers, m Kyds Spanish Trag^y, where 
the words are spoken by Jerouymo to himself. Finding his 
apphcation to the king improper at the moment, he says, 
** Uieronymo, beware; go 6y, go 6y.”—N ares. 

^ * Ltkt hpn iikt Uttw:ty says the proverb. 

^ Loby a country fellow. 

* Fine, sumptuous. 
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• Enter Monopoly. 

Mon. SaAv you my uncle ? 

Bird. I saw him even now going the way of all 
flesh, that’s to say, towards the kitchen. Here’s a 
letter to your worship from the party. 

Mon. What party 1 

Bird. The Tenterhook, your wanton. 

M(m. From her! feugli! pray thee, stretch me no 
more upon your tenterhook : jiox on her, are there no 
’pothecaries i’ th’ town to send her physic bills to, but 
me 1 She’s not troubled with the green sickness still, 
is she? 

Bird. The yellow jaundicp^ as the docU^r tells me. 
Troth, she’s as good a peat!' she is fallen away so 
that she’s n'*thing but bare skin and Ixine; for the 
turtle so mourns for you. 

Mon. 1 n black ? 

Bird. In black ! you shall find both black and blue, 
if vou look under her eves. 

Mon. Well, sing over her ditty when I’m in tune. 

Bird, Nay, but will you send her a box of Mithri- 
datum and dmgon water; I mean some restorative 
words ? Good Mastei- Monopoly, you know how wel¬ 
come y’ are to the city, and will you, Master Monopoly, 
keep out of the city ? I know you cannot; would you 
saw how the jx)or gentlewoman lies ! 

Mon. Why, how lies she ? 

Bird. Troth, as the way lies over Gads-hill,® veiy 
dangerous : you would pity a woman’s case, if you saw 
her. Write to her some treatise of pacification. 

1 A delicate young thing. ^ Thwi much infested by foot¬ 
pads. ^ 
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Mon. I’ll write to her to-morrow. 

Bird. To-morrow! she'll not sleep, then, but tum¬ 
ble ; an' if she iniglil have it to-night, it. would better 
please her. 

Mon. Perhaps I'll do't to-iiight; farewell. 

Bird. If 3 ’ou do’t to-night, it would better please 
her than to-morrow. 

Mon. God so, do’st hear 1 I'm to sup this night at 
the Lion, in Shoreditch, with certain gallants: canst 
thou not draw forth some delicate face, that I ha’ not 
seen, and bnng it thither? wut^ thou ? 

Bird. All the painters in London sliall not fit for 
colour as I cun: but we shall have some swaggering % 

Mon. All as civil, by this light, as lawyers. 

Bird. But I tell you she’s not so common as lawyers, 
that I mean to betray to your table ; for, as I’m a sin¬ 
ner, she's a knight’s cousin, a Yorkshire gentlewoman, 
and only speaks a little broad, but of very good car¬ 
riage. 

Mon. Nay, that’s no matter, we can speak as broad 
as she ; but wut bring her 1 

Bird. You shall call her cousin, do you see 1 two- 
men shall wait upon her, and I’ll come in by chance ; 
but shall not the i>arty be there ? 

Mon. Which i>arty 1 

Bird. The writer of that simple hand. 

Mo?i. Not for as many angels as there be letters in 
her paper; speak not of me to her, nor our meeting, if 
you love me, Wut come 1 

Bird. Mum, I’ll come, 

Mon. Farewell 


' Wilt thou? 
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*Btrd. Good Master Monopoly, I hope to see you one 
day a man of great credit. 

Mm. If I be, I'll buiW chimneys with tobacco, but 
I’ll smoke some ; and lx* sure, Birdlime,’ I’ll stick wool 
upon thy back. 

Bird. Tlianks, sir, T know you will; for all the kin¬ 
dred of the MonopoIic.s arti held to be great fleecers. 

[Bxeunf, 

Scene III.’ — At ifip Steelyard. 

Enter Sir Gostjno, Linstock, Wiimu’WL, and the 
three CitizenH' Wives^ ntot^hed, Wi.:., JuDiTU, MabbL, 
awl Moll. 

Sir Gos. So, draw tliose curtains, and let's see the 
pictures under ’em. 

Lin. Welcome to the Stilliard, fair ladies. 

All Three Ijwhes. Thanks, good Master Linstock. 
Whirl. Hans, some wine, Hans. 

Enter Hans, with cloth and buTie. 

Ham. Yaw, Yaw, you sail hebbeii it, niester; old 
vine, or new vine ? 

Sir Go€. Speak, women. 

Judith. New wine, good Sir Gosling: wine in the 
must, good Dutchman, for must is l>f*'d for us women. 
Ham. New vine • veil, two pots of new vine I 

Ham* 

Judith. An honest butterixix; ^ for if it be old» 
there’s none of it comes into my belly. 

^ The scene is not marked in the original play, but is 
obvious from the whole context. 

. * A cant term for a Dutchman. 
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Mabel. Why, Tenterliook, praytliee, let’s dance fris- 
kin, and be merry. 

Lin. Thou art so tiwilded with Monopolies; they so 
hang at thy heart-strings. 

Moll. Pox a’ my lieart, then. 

Enter Hans, with wine. 

Judith. Ay, and mine, too : if any courtier of them 
all set up his gallows there, wench, use him as thou 
dost thy pan tables,' scorn to let him kiss thy heel, for 
ho feeds thee with nothing but court holy bread, good 
words, and cares not for thee. Sir Gosling, will you 
taste a Dutch what’s you call ’em 1 

Mabel. Here, Master Linstock, half mine is yours. 
Hun, bun, bun, bun. 

Enter Justiniano, disguised as Parenthesis. 

Just. Wliich room? whore are they ? wo, ho, ho, ho, 
80, ho, boys! 

Sir Gos. ’Sfoot, who’s that 1 lock our room. 

Jtist. Not till I am in; and then lock out the devil, 
though he come in the shape of a puritan. 

Three Ladies. Schoolmaster, welcome! welcome 
troth. 

Just. Who would not be scratched with the briars 
and brambles to have such burs sticking on his 
breeches 1 Save you, gentlemen : O noble knight! 

Sir Gos. More wine, Hans. 

^ Pantdblta, slippers without heels. The French pantouJUs^ 
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V'usf. Am not I, gentlemen, a ferret of the right hair, 
that can make three conies holt at a clap into yoiirpur- 
seneta? Ha, little do their three husliands dream what 
copies I hm setting their wives now: were’t not a rare 
jest, if they should come sneaking uj>on us, like a hor- 
riUe noise^ of fiddlers? 

Judith. Troth, I’d not rare; let ’em come; I’d tell 
^em we’d ha’ none of their dull music. 

Mabel. Here, Mistress Tenterhook. 

Moll. Thanks, good Mistress Wafer. 

Just. Who’s there? peei>ers, intelligencors, eaves¬ 
droppers ! 

Oinnes. Uda foot, throw a j)ot at’s head ’ 

Just. O Lord ’ O gentlemen, knight, ladies that may 
he, citizens’ wives that are, shift for yourHclves, for a 
pair of your husbands’ hea^ls are knocking together 
with Hans’s, and en(]mring for you. 

Omnes. Keep the door locked. 

Jwliih. O, ay, do, do; and let Sir Gosling (because 
he hiis been in the Low Countries) swear Gotz Sacror 
7nenty and drive ’em away witli broken Dutch. 

Just. Here’s a wench has simple sparks in her; she’s 
my pupil, gallants. Good God! I see a mantis not sure 
that his wife is in the chamber, thougli his owui fingers 
bung on the padlock : trap-doors, false drabs, and spring 
locks, may cozen a covey of constables. How the silly 
husbands might here ha’ been gulled with Flemish 
money! Come, drink up Khine, Thames, and Meander 
dry; there’s nolxdy. 

Mist. Honey. Ah, thou ungodly master! 


* A set or ^mpany. 
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Just, 1 <li<l but make a false lire, to try your valoAr, 
because you cried let ’em come. By this glass of 
woman’s wine, I would not ha’ seen their spirits walk 
here, to be duldied deputy of a wai-d, I, they would ha’ 
chronicled me for a fox in a lambs’ skin. But come, 
is this merry midsummer night agreed upon; when 
shall it l>el where shall it be^ 

Lin. Why, faith, to-morrow at night. 

Whirl. VVo’ll takf3 a coach and ride to Ham, or sa 
Moll. O, lie ujioii’t, a coach! I cannot abide to be 
jolted. 

Mabel. Yet most of youi citizens’ wives love jolting. 
Sir Goit. What say you to Blackwall, or lamehouse 1 
Judith. Kveiy room there smells too much of tar, 
Lin. Let’s to nunc host Hogbolt’s, at Brainford,' 
then; there >ou are out of eyes, out of ears; private 
rooms, sweet linen, winking attendance, and what cheer 
you will. 

OmncK. Content, to Brainford. 

Mabel. Ay, ay, let’s go by water, for. Sir Gosling, I 
have hcanl you say you love to go by water. 

Judith. But, wenches, with what piilliea shall we 
slide with some cleanly excuse, out of our husbands’ 
suspicion ; l>eing gone westward for smelts’^ all night t 
Just. That’s the block now wo all stumble at; wind 
up tliat string'well, and oil the consort’s^ in tune. 

Judith, Why then, good man scraiier, ’tis wound up> 
1 have it. Sirrah Wafer, thy child’s at nurse ; if you 
' Brentford. 

* SnttlUt, was used in our old writers, metaphorically, for 
a gall or simple person. The phrase loeMward for oxneUOf 
hM relation to such small wits. 

* Oonoort's. 'An old form of concert. 
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thst are the men could provide some wise ass that 
could keep liis countenance- 

Just, Nay, if he l)e an ass, he will keep his count¬ 
enance. 

Judith. Ay, but 1 mean, one that could sot out his 
tale with audacity and say that the child wero sick, and 
ne’er sUgger at it: that hist should serve all our feet. 

Whirl. But where will that wise uss lie found now 1 

Just. 1 see I’m born still to draw tlun out h’ tli’ mire' 
for you ; tliat wise lieust will I he. I’ll he that ass 
that shall gimn under the hurdeii of that ahominable 
he: heaven partlori me, and pray God the infant bo not 
punished for’t. Let me see: I’ll break out in some 
filthy shape like a thraslier, or a thatcher, or a sow- 
gelder, or something: and speak dreainingly, and swear 
how the child pukes, and eats nothing (us perhaps it 
does not) and lies at the mercy of God (as all children 
and old folks do), and then, scholar Wafer, play you 
your part. 

Mah'’l. Fear not mo, for a veney® or two. 

Just. Where udll you meet i’ th’ morning 1 
' Str Gob. At some taveni near the water-side that’s 
private. 

' ** Run in the mtre is a Christmas gnmlx)!, at which I 
have often played. A lo^ of wood is brongltt into the midst 
of the room: this is iJun (the cart-horseand a cry is 
raised, that he is lUitck tn the mire. Two of the company 
advance, either with or without ropes, to draw him oat. 
After repeated attempts, they find themselves unable to do 
it, and call for more assistance. The game continues till all 
the company take part in it, when i>un is extricated of 
course; and the merriment arises from the awkward and 
alfected efforts of the rustics to lift the loe, and from soiidrf 
asch eontrivaoces to let the ends of it fall on one anothara 
toes.”—G ifporo, Xoie on 3m J<mson*e Works, vol. vii. p. 283. 

* Vtnue, vmf, eenets, French. An assault, i^tack, 

t}i!rast,^ii fencing, cudgels, or the like.—N arss. 
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Jmt. The Greyhound, the Greyhound in Blackfriisis, 
an excellent rendezvous. 

Lin, Content, the Greyhouml, by eight. 

Jmt. And tlien you may whip forth, two first, and 
two next on a sudden, and take boat at Bridewell-dock 
most privately. 

Be’t so: a good place. 

Jmt. I'll go make ready my rustical properties.^ 
Let mo see, scholar, hie you home, for your cliild shall 
1)0 sick within this half lioiir. [E^t, 

Entei ' Birdlime. 

Judith. 'Tis tlie uprightcst dealing man—God’s my 
pity, who’s yonder ? 

Bird. I’m hold t<,> j>ress myself under the colours of 
your comjiiuiy, hearing that gentlewoman was in the 
room. A word, mistress. 

Moll. How now, what says he 1 

Sir Gots. Zounds, what’s she ? a bawd, by’ th’ Lord, 
is’t not? 

Mabel. No, indeed, Sir Gosling, she’s a very' honest 
woman, and a midwife. 

Mali At the Lion in Shoreditch? and would he 
not read it ? not write to me ? I’ll poison his supper. 

Bird. But no wonls that 1 bewrayed him. 

Moll. CJentlemen,. I must be gone; I cannot stay, in 
faith; jiardon me ; I’ll meet to-morrow ; come, nurse; 
cannot tarry by this element. 

Sir Go». Mother, you graunam, drink ere you go. 

Bird, 1 am going to a woman’s labour, indeed, sir, 
cannot stay, Mistr&M Tenterhook and Birdlime 

^ i. e. His disguise as a countrymaa. 
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^ahel. I hold luy life the blackbird her husband 
whistles for her. 

Judith. A reckoning. Break one, break all.' 

Sir Gos. Here, Hans. Draw not I’ll draw for all, 
as I’m true knight. 

Judith, Let him : amongst women this does stand 
for law, 

The worthiest man, though he be fool, must draw. 


ACT III.— Scene 1. 

Enter Mahtek Tenter hook and hu Wtfr. 
TeiiUrhoolc. 

HAT book is that, sweetheart ? 

Moll. Why, the book of bonds that are 
due to you. 

Tm. Come, what do you with it? why do you 
trouble yourself to take care about my business ? 

Moll. Why, air, doth not that which concerns you, 
concern me, ? You told me I^Ioiiopcdy had discharged 
his bond; I tind by the Wk of accounts here, that it 
is not cancelled. Ere 1 would suffer such a cheating 
conujaiiion to laugh at me, I’d see him hanged, I. Good 
sweetheart, as ever you lo\ ed me, as ever niy Ijcd was 
pleasing to you, arrest the knave; we were never be¬ 
holding to him for a pin, but for eating up our victuals ; 
good mouse, enter an action against him 

' i. c. Call for the reckoning: if one goes, let all go, 

^ Your purse-stnngs. 
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Ten. la troth, love, I may do the gentleman mttch 
discredit, and Ijesides it may be other actions may fall 
very heavy upon him. 

Moll. Hang him! to see the dishonesty of the knave! 

Ten. 0 wife, good words: a courtier, a gentleman ! 

Moll. Why may not a gentlcinan be a knave 1 that 
were strange, in faith; but, as I was a saying, to see 
the dislionesty of him, that would never como'since he 
receivcil the money, to visit us, you know! Master 
Tenterliook, ho hath hung long upon you: Master Ten- 
terliook, as I am virtuous, you shall arrest him. 

Ten. Why, 1 know not when he will come to town. 

Moll. He’s in town ; this night he sups at the Lion 
in Sh(»re<litch : good husband, enter your action, and 
make haste to the Lion presently. There's an honest 
fellow, Sergeant Ambush, will do it in a trice ; he never 
Balutc‘8 a man in courtesy, but he catches him as if ho 
would arrest him. Good heart, let Sergeant Ambush 
lie in wait for him. 

Ten. Well, at thy entreaty, I will do it. Give me 
my cloak there. Buy a link and meet me at the 
Counter in Wood-street; buss me, Moll. 

Moll. Why now you love me : I’ll go to* bed, sweet- 
lieart. 

Ten. Do not sleep till I come, Moll. 

Moll. No, lamb. [Exit Tentei'hook.^ Baa, sheep! 
If a ^voman will be free in this intricate labyrinth of a 
Imsliand, let her marry a man of melancholy com¬ 
plexion ; she sliall not be much troubled with him. 
By my sooth, my husband hath a hand as dry as his 
brains, and a breath as strong as six common gardens. 
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my huslmnd is gone to an-est Monopoly : I have 
dealt with a sergeant privately, to entreat' him, pre¬ 
tending that he is my aunt’s sou : hy this means shall 
1 see ray young gallant that in this has played his ^jart. 
When they owe money in the city once, they deal with 
their lawyei'w hy attorney, follow the court though the 
court do them not the grace to allow them their diet. 
(), the wit of a woman wlien she is put to the pinch ! 

[Exit. 

Scene IL — Oaf side the Lion Inn, in Shoreditch. 

Enter Master TKxrEHnooK, Seuokant Ambush, and 

Yeoman Cluich. 

2'en. Como, Sorgoant Amhiish, ooino, Yeoman Clutch, 
yon’s the tavern; tiio gentlemen will come out pre¬ 
sently: thou art resolute 1 

Amh. Who, T 1 I carry fire and sword that fight for 
me, here and here. I know most of the knaves aliout 
London, and mo-st of the thieves too, I thank (lOti and 
good intelligence. 

Ten. I womler thou dost not turn lirnker, then. 

Anib. Phew * I have been a broker already ; for I 
was first a puritan, then a liamjucrout,* tlien a broker, 
then a fencer, and then sergeant: wore not these trad(» 
would make a man honest 1 Peace, tlie door opes; 
wheel about, Yeoman Clutch. 

Enter Whielpooi^ Linstock, and Monopoly, unbraced.^ 

Mon. An’ e’er I come to sup in this tavern again 1 
there’s no more attendance than in a jail: an’ there had 

* To treat him well. ^ Bankrupt. 

* With their attire loosened, 
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been a punk or two in the company, then we aho^dd 
not have been rid of the drawers. Now, were I in an 
excellent humour to go to a vaulting-house,^ 1 would 
break down all their glass windows, hew in pieces all 
their joint-stools, tear their silk petticoats, ruffle their 
periwigs, and spoil their painting,—O the Goils, what I 
could do! I could undergo fifteen bawds, by this dark¬ 
ness : or, if 1 could meet one of these varlets that wear 
Pannier-alley on their backs, sergeants, I would make 
thorn scud so fast from mo, that they should think it a 
shorter way between this and Ludgat<3, than a con¬ 
demned cutpurse thinks it lietween Newgate and 
Tyburn. 

Lin. You are for no action to-night. 

inirl No, ril to bed. 

Mon. Am not 1 drunk now 1 Implentur veteris hacchif 
pinyuisqw tobacco. 

Whirl. Faith, w'e are all heated. 

Mon. Captain Wliirlpool, when will come to 
court and dine witii me 1 

Whirl. One of these days, Frank ; but I’ll get me two 
gauntlets for fear I lose my fingers in the dishes : there 
be excellent sha\ ers, I hear, in the most of your under 
offices. I protest I have often come thither, sat down, 
drawn my knife, and ere 1 could say grace, all the meat 
hath been gone : 1 liave risen and departed thence as 
hungry as ever came country attorney from Westminster. 
Good-night, honest Frank; do not swagger with the 
'watch, Frank. [Extuni IFhirlpool and Linstock. 

Ten. So, now they are gone, you may take him. 

Amh. Sir, 1 arrest you. 

^ i.e. a house of ill reputation. 
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Mofu Arrest me! at whose suit, you varlets 1 

Clutch. At Master Tenterliook’s. 

Mon. Why, you varlets, dare you arre^st one of the 
court ? 

Amb. Come, w’ill you be quiet, sir ? 

Mon. Pray thee, good yeoman, call the gentlemen 
back again. There’s a gentleman hath carried a hun¬ 
dred pound of mine home with him to Ids lodging, 
because I dare not curry it over tlie liclds : I’ll discharge 
it presently. 

Awh. That’s a trick, sir; you would procure a rescue. 

M(m. Catchpole, do you see ? I will liave the hair 
of your head and beard shaved oil* for this, and o’er 1 
catch you at Gray’s Inn, by this light, la. 

Amh. Come, will you march ? ^ 

Mon. Are your sergeants Christians 1 Sirrah, thou 
lookest like a good pitiful rascal, and thou art a tall 
man too, it seems ; thou liast backed many a man in 
thy time, I Avarrant. 

Amb. I have had many a man by the liack, sir. 

Aim. Well said, in troth, 1 love your quality: ’las, 
’tis needful every man should come by his own. But, 
as God mend me, gentlemen, I have not one cross about 
me, only you two.^ Might not you Jet a gentleman 
pass out of your hands, and say you saw him not? is 
there not such a kind of mercy in you now and then, 
iny masters ? As I live, if you come to my lodging to¬ 
morrow morning, I’ll give you five brace of angele. 
Good yeoman, persua^le your graduate here. I know 

^ Orau meant both a piece of money, from the cross im¬ 
pressed OD it, and also a misfortune or disappointinent t 
&ooe Monopoly’s quibble. 

vor* !.• I 
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some of you to be honest faithful drunkaids; respects a 
poor gentleman in my case. 

Ten. Come, it will not serve your turn. Officers, 
look to him upon your peril. 

Mon. Do you hear, sir 1 you see I am in the hands 
of a couple of ravens here : os you are a gentleman, 
lend me forty shillings ; let me not live if I do not pay 
you the forfeiture of the whole bond, and never plead 
conscience. 

Tefti. Not a peimy, not a iienny; good night, sir. 

[Exit. 

Mon. Well, a man ought not to swear by anytliing 
in the hands of sergeants, but by silver; and because 
my pocket is no lawful justice, to minister any such 
oath unto me, I will patiently encounter the counter. 
Wluch is tfle dearest ward in prison, sergeant 1 the 
knights’ ward 1 

Amh. No, sir, the master’s side. 

Mon. Well, the knight is above the master, though 
his table be worse furnished : I’ll go thither. 

Amh. Come, sir, I must use you kindly; the gentle¬ 
man’s wife diat hath arrested you- 

Mon, Ay, what of her ? 

Amh. She says you are her aunt’s son. 

Mon. I am. 

Amh. She takes on so pitifully for your arresting; 
*twas much against her will, good gentlewoman, that 
this ai&iction alighted upon you. 

Mon. She hath reason, if she respect her poor kindred* 

AmA You shall not go to prison. 

Afoit. Honest sergeant, conscionable officer, did I for¬ 
get myself even now, a vice that sticks to me always 
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'5ben I am drunk, to abuse my best friends 1 Where 
didst buy this buffi Let me not live, but I’ll give thee 
a good suit of duianceJ Wilt thou take my bond, ser¬ 
geant 1 Where’s a scrivener, a scrivener, good yeoman t 
you shall have my sword and hangers* to pay him. 

Amh. Not so, sir; but you shall be prisoner in my 
house: I do not think but that your cousin will visit 
you there i* th’ morning, and take order for you. 

Mon. Well said : was *t not a most treacherous part 
to arrest a man in the night, and when he is almost 
drunk 1 when he hath not his wits about him, to 
remember which of his friends is in the subsidy! 
Come, did I abuse you 1 I recant: you are as necessary 
in a city as tumblers in Norfolk, 8umners*in Lanca¬ 
shire, or rak‘- hells in an army. * \Rxmnt 

Scene III. 

E7Uer JusTiNiANO, liko a tjoUior^ and a Boy. 

JtL«f. Buy any small coal, buy any small coal. 

Boj/. Collier, collier. 

Jnst. What sayest, boy ? 

Boy. ’Ware the pillory.* 

Just. 0 boy, the pillory assures many a man that he 
is no cuckold; for how impossible were it a man should 
thrust his head through so small a loophole, if his fore 
head were branched, boy ! 

^ Dtmince, some lasting kind of stuff, such as we 1 
VM/doM.vng. A new improvement, as a substitute for buff 
leather. —Narks. 

* J^ongem, the ornamented portion of the sword .belt, in 
wbkdi the i^ord hung. 

* i. e. oonjeoturally, ecclesiaatical MtmMonetVf in Laooa- 
ehise, ae being a very Popirii county. 

* Cog^-dealers lay under an iff name for giving lalsemeaeiire 
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Boy. Collier, how came the goose^ to l^e put upon' 
you, ha? 

Just, ril tell thee. The term lying'** at Winchester, 
in Henry the Third’s days, and many Frenchwomen 
coming out of the Isle of Wight thither, as it hath 
always been seen, (though the Isle of Wight could not 
of long time neither endure foxes nor lawyers, yet it 
could brook the more dreadful cockatrice), there were 
many punks in the town, as you know our term is their 
tenn. Your farmer that would spend Init threepence 
on his ordinary, would lavish half a crown on his 
lechery; and many men, calvcvS as they were, would 
ride in a farmer’s foul boots before breakfast; the com¬ 
monest sinner had more fluttering about her than a 
fresh punk hatli when she comes to a town of garrison, 
or to a university. Captains, scholars, serving-men, 
jurors, clerks, townsmen, and the black-guard,'* used all 
to one ordinary, and most of them w^ero called to a 
pitiful reckoning; for before two returns of ^lichaelmas, 
surgeons were full of business; the care of most, secrecy, 
grew as common as lice in Ireland, or as scabs in France. 
One of my tribe, a collier, carried in his cart forty 
maimed soldiers to Salisbury, looking as pitifully as 
Dutchmen fli'st made drunk, then carried to beheading; 
every one that met him cried, ’ware the goose, collier; 
and, from that day to this, there’s a record to be seen 
at Croydon, how’ that pitiful waftage, which indeed 
was virtue in the collier, that all that time would carry 
no coals, laid this imputation on all the posterity. 

' A cant term few a particular symptom iu Ihm venerea. 

* i. e. The Court of ICing^s Bench sitting. 

* The scallions and lowest dommtics of a household. 
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• Boy, You arc full of tricks, collier. 

Jiuit. Boy, where dwells Muster Wafer ^ 

Boy. Why, here; what wouldest ? I am oue of his 
juveiials. 

Jioit. Hath he not a cliild at nin*ae at Moreclackel' 

Boy . Yes ; dost thou dwell there ? 

Jioft. That I do . the child is wondrous sick; I was 
wild to acquaint thy ni.uster and inistress with it. 

Boy. ril up and tell them presently. [EHf. 

Jtotf, So, if all should fail me, I could turn collier. 
O the vilhiny of this aj^e ’ how full of secrecy and 
silence (contiary t*) the opinion of the world) have I 
ever found most women ' I have sat a whole afternoon 
many times by my wife, and looked upon her eyes, and 
felt if her mpIsps have beat when I have named a sus¬ 
pected love, yet all this while have not drawn from 
her the least scrujde of confession. 1 have lain awake 
a thousand nights, thinking she would have revealed 
somewhat in her dreams, and Avhen she has liegun to 
speak anything in her sleep, I have jogged her, and 
cried, ay, sweetheart, but when will your love come, 
or what did he say to thee over the stall, or what did 
he do to thee in the gfirdcn-chamber, or when will he 
send to thee any letters, or w'hen wilt thou send to him 
any money ? WTiat an idle coxcomb jealousy will make 
a man! 

Enter Wafer awl his Wife, mfh the Boy. 

Well, this is my comfort, that here conies a creature 
of the same head-piece. 

Mist. Wafer. O, my sweet child! Wliere’s the collierf 
> A comiption of MoriloJet. 
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Just. Here, forsooth. 

Mist. Wafer. Run into Bucklersbury'for two ounces 
of dragon-water, some spermaceti and treacle. What 
is it sick of, collier 1 a burning fever ? 

Just. Faith, mistress, 1 do not know the infirmity of 
it. Will you buy any small coal, say you? 

Wafer, Prithee go in and empty them. Come, be 
not so impatient. 

Mist. Wafer. Ay, ay, ay, if you had groaned for’t as 
I have done, you would have iKsen more natural. Take 
my riding hat, and my kirtlo there: I’ll away presently. 

Wafer. You will not go to night, I am sure. 

Mint. Wafer. As I live, but I will. 

Wafe^'. Faith, sweetheart, I have great business to¬ 
night ; stay till to-morrow, and I’ll go with you. 

Mist. Wafer. No, sir, I will not hinder your business. 
I see how little you respect the fruits of your own body. 
I shall find somebody to bear me company. 

Wafer. Well, I will defer my business for once, and 
go with thee. 

Mist. Wafer. By this light, but you shaU not; you 
shall not hit me i’ th’ teeth that 1 was your hindrance. 
Will you to Bucklersbury, sir? [Ejdf Boy, 

Wafer. Come, you are a fool; leave your weeping. 

Mist. Wafer. You shall net go with me, as I liva 

[Exit Wafer, 

J^ust. Pupil! 

Mist. Wafer. Excellent master! 

Admirable mistress ! How happy be our Eng¬ 
lishwomen that are not troubled with jealous husbands! 


^ To the boy. 



WESTWARD HOE. 


119 


sc. IZI.l 

t ■* 

your Italians, in general, are so sun-burnt with 
these dog-days, that your great lady there thinks her 
husband loveshornot if hebe not jealous. What confirms 
the liberty of our women more in England, than the 
Italian proverb, which says if there were a bridge over 
the narrow seas, all the women in Italy would show 
their husbands a million of liglit pair of heels, and fiy 
over into England ? 

Mt«f. Wafer. The time of our meeting ? Come. 

Jmf. Seven. 


Mint. Wafer, The place 1 

Jiutf. In Blackfnars; there take water, keep aloof 
from the shorc, on with your masks, up with your sails, 
and, Weaittrard Hor f 


Mi«t. Wafu'. So. [Ejdt. 

Jtiift. 0 the quick apprehension of women! they’ll 
grope out a man’s meaning presently. Well, it rests 


now that I discover myself in my true shape to these 


gentlewomen's husbands; for though I have played the 
fool a little, to beguile the memory of mine own mis¬ 
fortune, I would not play the knave, though I be taken 
for a banquerout: but indeed, os in other things, so in 
that, the world is much deceived in me, for 1 have yet 
three thousand pounds in the hands of a sufficient friend, 
ami aU my debts discliarged. I have received here a 
letter from my wife, directed to Stoad, wherein she 
most repentantly entoeateth my return, with protesta¬ 
tion to give me assured trial of her honesty; I cannot 
tell what to think of it, but I will put it to the test. 
There is a great strife between beauty and chastity, and 
that which pleaseth many is never free from temptation. 
As f<^r jealousy, it makes many cuckolds, many fools. 
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and many banqiierouts; it may have abused me, ind 
not my wife*9 honesty ; I’ll try it—but firat to iHv 
secure and doting companion. 

Scene IV.— At A^nlmsh^s Lock-^ip. 

Enff^r Monopoly and Mistress Tenterhook. 

Mon. I bescsech you, Mistress Tenterhook—before 
God, I’ll be sick, if you will not be merry. 

Mist. Ten. You arc a sweet beagle. 

Mon. Come, because I kept from town a little, —iet 
me not live, if I dnl not hear the sickness^ was in town 
very hot. In troth, thy hair is of an excellent colour 
since 1 saw it, O those bright tresses, like to threa ’ 
of gold! 

Ttni. Lie and iishes sulfer much in the city for 
that comparison. 

Mon. Here’s an honest gentleman Avill be here by and 
was born at Fulham; his name is Gosling Glowworm. 

Mi>^t. Ten. I know him : what is he ? 

Mon. He is a knight. What ailed your husband to 
be so hasty to arrest me 1 

Muf. Ten. Shall I speak truly ? shall I speak l oi 
like a woman ? 

Mmi. Wliy not like a woman 1 

Mui. Ten. Because women’s tongues are like to 
clocks j if they go too fast, they never go true: ’twas 
I that got my husband to arrest thee, 1 have. 

Mm. I am beholding to you. 

Mist. Ten. Forsooth, I could not come to the speech 
of you : I think you may be spoken ^vithal now. 

* The plague. 
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* Mon. 1 thank you: I hope you’ll l>ail me, cousin 1 
MUf. Ten. And yet why should 1 speak with you \ 
1 protest I love my husband. 

Mon, Tush, let not any young woman love a man 
111 roars too well. 

Mief. T^m. Whyl 

M<m Hocause heil die before lie can requite it. 

Ten I have acquainted Wafer and Honey¬ 
suckle with it, and they allow' my wut for’t extremely. 


Kuin- AwnuMH. 

0 ’ onest Sergeant ’ 

Amh. Welcome, good Mistress Tenterhook. 

Mief. Ten. Sergeant, I must needs have my cousin go 
a jtf'c wav out of town with me, and to secure thee, 
here are two diamonds ; they are worth two hundred 
pound; keep them till 1 return him. 

Amh, Well, 'tis good .security. 

Miei Ten. Do not come in my hushand’s sight, in 

Uie iJiCMitime. 


Enter Whirlpool, Glowworm, Linstock, Mistress 
Honeysuckle, ami Mistress Wafer. 

Amh. Welcome, gallants. 

Whirl, How now! Monopoly arreste^l ! 

M n. (i my little Honeysuckle, art come to visit a 
prisoner ? 

Mintt. Hoftet/. Yes, faith, as gentlemen visit merchants, 
"to fare well, or as poets young quaint revellers, to laugh 
at them. Sirrah, if 1 were some foolish justice, if I 
would not beg thy wit, never trust me. 

^ Approve. 
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Mist. Ten. Why, I pray you ? 

Mist. Honey. Because it hath lieeii concealed all this 
while j but come, shall we to boat; we are furnished 
for attendants, os ladies are; we have our fools and 
our ushers. 

Sii' Gos. I thank you, madam; I shall meet your 
wit in the close one day. 

Mist, Wafer. Sirrah, thou knowest my husband 
keeps a kennel of hounds 

Mint, Honey. Yes. 

Whirl. Doth thy husband love veneiy 'i 

Miitt. Wafer. Venery ! 

Whirl. Ay, hunting and venery are words of one 
signiiication. 

Mist. Wafer. Your two husbands and he have made 
a match to go find a hare about Bushy Causy. 

Mist. 2 en. They’ll keep an excellent house till we 
come home again. 

Mist. Honey. O excellent! a Spanish dinner, a pilcher, 
and a Dutch supper, butter and onions. 

Lin. 0, thou art a mad wench ! 

Mist. 'Ten. Sergeant, carry this ell of cambric to Mis¬ 
tress Birdlime: tell her, but that it is a rough tide^ and 
that she fears the water, she should have gone with us. 

Sir Gos. O thou hast an excellent wit! 

Whirl. To boat, hay. 

Mist. Honey. Sir Gosling, 1 do take it thy legs are 
married. 

Sir Gos. Why, mistress 1 

Mist. Honey. They look so thin upon it. 

Sir Gos. Ever sinoe I measured with your husband, 
I have shrunk in the calf. 
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JtftW. Homy. And yet you have a sweet tooth in your 
head. 

Sir Goit. 0, well dealt for the calf’s head! You may 
talk what yon will of legs, and rising in the small, and 
swelling beneath the garter; but ’tis certain when lank 
thighs brought long stockings out of fashion, the 
courtier’s leg, and his slender tilting staff, grew both of 
a bigness. Come, for Brainford * [Ereunf, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I .—At Mr^. Birfllune'ia. 

Ei^er Mistress Birdlime mul Lucy. 

Birdlime, 

OOD morrow, Mistress Lucy : how did you 
take your rest to-night? how doth your good 
worship like your lodging? what will you 
have to breakfast ? 

Lmy. A of the knight that was here last night; 
he promised to have sent me some wild-fowl; he was 
drunk, I’ll lie stewed else. 

Binl. Why, do not you think ho will send them 1 

Dury. Hang them, ’tis no more in fashion for them 
to keep their promises, than ’tis for men to pay their 
debts: he will lie faster than a dog trots. What a 
filthy knocking was at door last night! some puny inn- 
a-oourt-ineii, I’ll hold my contribution. 

Bird. Yes, in troth, were they, civil gentlemen with¬ 
out beards: but to say the truth, 1 did take 
^ons 1 ^ their knocking; took them aside, and am to 
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them : gentlemen, this is not well, that you should 
come 111 this lubit, cloaks and rapiers, boots and spurs; 
I pnjtest to you, those that be your ancients in the 
house w'oiild liave come to my liouse m their caps and 
gowns, civilly, and modestly. 1 promise you they might 
have Ix'en taken for citizens, but that they talk more 
liker fools. Who knocks there ? Up into your chamber. 

Lucy. 

Knicr ^Iaster Honeysuckle. 

Who arc you 1 some man of credit, th.it you come in 
mutlled tlius 1 

Ihmvy. Wio’s alKive ? 

Let me sec your face first. O master Honey¬ 
suckle ! why, the old party, the old party. 

Honey. Phew, I will not go up to her: nobody else! 
Binl. As I live: will you give me some sack % where’s 
Oi>portunity ? 

Enter Christian. 

Honey. What dost call her % 

Bint. Her n.aiue is Christian; but Mistress Lucy 
cannot abide that name, and so she calls her Opportunity. 
Honey. Very good^ good. [6’/res money. 

Bird. Is’t a shilling, bring the rest in aqtia cifa\ 

[Exit (Jhridian, 

Come, shall’s go to noddy 1 ^ 

Honey. Ay, and thou wilt, for half an hour. 

Bird. Here are the cards; deal. God send me 
^deuces and aces with a court card, and I shall get by it. 

Sir ’ Noddy. A game at cuds; Mr. Reid oonjeetored it to 
have cribbage, but Nares conceives it was more like 

nave a*, ]iiaving been the gune, also, at noddy 
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IRntey, That can make thee nothing. 

Bird, Yes, if I have a coat aird t\irn up. 

* Honey. I show four games. 

Bird. By my troth, I must show all and little enough 
too, six games: play your single game, I shall double 
with you anon. Pray you lend me some silver to count 
my games. 

Elder CriRisTiAN. 

How now, is it gocnl sack ? 

Chris. There’s a genthunan at dtH>r would speak with 
you. 

Honey. God’s so, 1 will not he seen hy any means. 

Bird. Into that closet, then. [Ej'if ILmrysurhie. 
Wliat, another muffler t 

Enter Tenterhook. 

Ten. How dost thou, Mistress Birdlime ? 

Bird. Ma.stcr Tenterhook ! the party is above in the 
dining chamlier. 

Teft. Above? 

Bird. All alone. Tenferhoo/,\ 

Enter HoNBVSUcki.K. 

Honey. Is he gone iij) ? who was’t, 1 pray <1100 ? 

Bird. By this sack, I will not tell y<ni: say that you 
were a country gentleman, or a citizen that hath a young 
wife, or an inn-of-chancery-nian, should I tell you t 
pardon me. This sack tastes of horse-flesh I warrant 
you the leg of a dead horse hangs in the butt of sack 
to keep it quick. 

* The St. 12 Car. II. c. 25. forbiddini^ the oduiteration of 
wines, mentions, among other ingredients, **any sort of 
—Dvck. 
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Honey. I beseech thee, good Mistress Biidlime, \ell 
me who it was. 

Bird. 0 God, sir! we are sworn to secrecy as well as* 
surgeons. Come, drink to me, and let^s to our game. 

Enter Tenterhook ami Lucy, aftove.^ 

Ten. Who am I ? 

Lury. Tfm ? pray you, imblind me; Captain WTiirl- 
pool? no—Master LinstocW—pray unblind me; you are 
not Sir Gosling Glowworm, for he wears no rings of his 
fingers; Master Freezeleather?—O, you are George the 
drawer at the ^litre,—pray you, unblind me,—Captain 
Puckfoist 1 Master Counterpane, the lawyer 1 what the 
devil mean you ? beshrew your heart, you have a very dry 
hand: are you not mine host Dog-bolt of Brainford? Mis¬ 
tress Binllirne? Master Honeysuckle ? Master Wafer 1 

Teyi. What, the last of all your clients! 

Lucy. O, how dost thou, good cousin ? 

Ten, Ay, you have many cousins. 

Ltt^y. Faith, 1 can name many that I do not know; 
and suppose I did know them, what then ? 1 will suffer 
one to keep me in diet, another in apparel, another in 
physic, another to |>ay my house-rent. I am just of 
the nature of alchemy; I will suffer every plodding 
fool to 8()ond money upon me; marry, none but some 
vrorthy friend to enjoy my more retired and useful 
faitlifulnesa 

Ten, Your love, your love. 

Lucy. O, ay, ’tis the curse that is laid upon our quality; 

^ i. e. On the upper stage; the raised platfimn towards 
the hack of the stam.— Dycjb. Tenterhook has com 
Lucy, and put his hands over her eyee. 
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* 

wUat we glean from others we lavish upon some tiothless 
' well-faced younger brother, that loves us only for main- 
^ tenance. 

Ten. Hast a good term,* Lucy 1 

Lucy. A pox on the term! and now I think on’t, 
says a gentleman lost night, let the pox be in the town 
seven year, Westminster never breeds cobwelw, and yet 
’tis as catching as the plague, though not all so general. 
There l>e a thutisand bragging .lachs in London, that 
will protest they can wrest comfort from me, when, I 
swear, not one of them knows whether my palm be 
moist or not. In troth I*love thee: you ])romiscd me 
seven ells of hanibric. 

Wafeh hiutrfiH and mtcru . 

Who’s that knocks ? 

Honey. What 1 more sacks U) the mill! I'll to my 
old retirement. [EHf. 

Bird. How doth your good worship 1 Passion of my 
heart, vvhat shift shall I make? How hath your good 
worship done a long time 7 

Wafer. Very well, Godamercy. 

Bird. Your gtKxl worship, I tliink, be rhiiiig out of 
town. 

Wc^fer. Yes, believe me, I love to Iki: once a week a 
horseback, for methinks nothing sets a man out better 
than a horse. 

Bird. Tid certain, nothing sets a woman out better 
than a man. 

Wafer, What, is Mistress Lucy above ? 

* The law terms aere formerly the great times of resmrt 
to London, not only for bosinesi, bat pleasure.— Nabjes. 
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Birth Ye8» truly. 

Wafer. Not any company with her ^ 

BinJ. Coiii|iany! shall I say to your good worship 
and not lie : she linth had no company—let me see how 
long it was—since your worship was here ; you went 
to a butcher’s feast at Cuckold s-haven the next day 
after Saint Luke's day—not this fortnight, in good truth. 

Wafrr. Alas, good soul! 

Birth An<l why was it 1 gr) to, go to, I think you 
know lH*tter than I. The wench askoth every day, 
when will Master Wafer lie here? And if knights ask 
for her, she cries out at shiirhead : as you love my life, 
let ’em not come up; I’ll do myself violence if they enter. 
Have not you jiromistnl her somewhat ? 

JFa/rr. Faith, I think she loves me. 

Birth Loves! well, would you knew what I know, 
then you would say somewhat. In good faith, she’s 
very pcair ; all her gowns are at pawn ; she owes me five 
pound for her diet, besides forty shillings I lent her to 
redeem two half silk kirtles from the broker's, and do 
you think she needf'd lie in debt thus if she thought not 
of somebody ? 

Wafer. Good, honest wench ! 

Birth Nay, in troth, she’s now entering into bond for 
five jiounds more; the scrivener is but new gone up to 
take lier bond. 

IFrt/Vr. Come, let her not enter into l>ond; I’ll lend 
her five pound; I'll pay the rest of her debts; call 
down the scrivener. 

Binh I pray you, when he comes down, stand muffled, 
and I’ll tell him you are her brother. 



80. I.] WESTWARD HOE, 129 

• Wafer. If a man have a good honest wench, that live® 
wholly to his use, let him not see her want 

[Ejrit Rit'fJHtne ami enter a^toffc. 

Bird. O, Mistress I-noy, Mistress Lucy, you are the 
most unfortunate gentlewoman that ever breathed I 
your young wild brother came newly out of the country 1 
he^calla mo Kawd, swears I keep a bawdy bouse, says 
his sister is turned w'bore, and that ho will kill and 
slay any man tliat he finds in her coinj>any. 

What conveyance w’lll you make with me. 
Mistress Birdlime ? 

Lm-y. 0 (Jod, let him not come up' 'tis the swag- 
geringest wild oats. 

Bi)d. I have pacified him somewhat, for I told him 
that you we, * a scrivener come to take a band’ of her; 
now, as you go forth, say, she might have had so much 
money if she ha<l jilcasod, and say, she is aii honest 
gentlewoman, and all will he well. 

Teii. Enough. Farewell, gooil Lucy. 

Bird. Come, change your voice, and muffle you. 

[Exeunt at»)ve Birdhine and Tenffthook. 

Lunj. Wliat trick should this he! I have never a 
brother. I'll hohl my life some franker^ customer ie 
come, that she slides him off so smoothly. 

E^der hdwe 1 enteriiook and Birdlime. 

Ten. The gentlewoman is an honest gentlewoman as 
any is in London, and should have had thrice as much 
money upon her single bond, for the g<x>d report I hear 
of her. 

Wafer. No, sir, her friends can furnish her with money. 

^ > Bandt i- e. bond. * More hboraU 

VOL. L 
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Ten, By this light, I should know that voice. Wafer; 
od's-foot, are you the gentlewoman’s brother ? 

Waf(^. Are you turned a scrivener, Tenterhook f 

Biril. I am spoiled. 

Wafer. Tricks of Mistress Bmllime, by this light. 

Enter Honeysuckle. 

Honey. Hoick covert, hoick covert * why, gentlemen, 
is this your hunting ? 

Ten. A consort* ’ wliat make you liere, Honeysuckle? 

Honey. Nay, wliat make you two hero ? 0 excellent 
Mistress Birdlime ’ thou hast more tricks in thee than 
a punk hath uncle.s, cousins, brothers, sons, or fathers: 
an infinite conii»any. 

Bird. If I did it not to make your good worships 
merry, never believe me. I will drink to your worship 
a glass of sack. 

Enter Justiniano. 

Just. (Jod save you. 

Honey, and Wafer. Master Justiniano, welcome from 
Stoad! 

Just. Why, gentlemen, I never came there. 

Ten. Never there * where have you been, then? 

Just. Marry, your daily guest, I thank you, 

Omnes. Ours! 

Just. Ay, yours. I w'as the pedant that learned your 
wives to write ; I was the collier that brought you news 
your child was sick: but the truth is, for aught 1 know, 
the child is*in health, and your wives are gone to make 
merry at Brainford. 

Wafer. By my troth, good wenches, they little 
dream where we are now. 

^ Concert. 
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Just. You little dream what gallanta are with them. 

Ten. Gallants with them! I’d laugh at that. 

Just Four gallants, by this light; Master Monopoly 
is one of them. 

Ten. ^lonopoly ! I’d laugli at that, in faith. 

Ji^t. Would you laugh at that! why do ye laugh at 
it, then. They are there by tins time. I cannot stay 
to give you more particular intelligence: I have received 
a letter from my wife here. If you will call me at 
Putney, I’ll bear you company. 

Ten. Od’s-foot, what a rogue is Sergeant Ambush I 
Ill undo him, by this light. 

Jmt. I met Sergeant Ambush, and willed^ him come 
to this hou?' to you presently. So, gentlemen, I leave 
you. Bawd, I have nothing to say to you now. Do not 
think t(jo much in so dangerous a matter, for in women’s 
matters ’tis more dangerous to stand lr>ng deli Iterating, 
than before a battle. \^Exit. 

Wafer. This fellow’s poverty hath made him an 
arrant knave. 

Bird. Will your worship drink any oc^uavitm 1 

Ten. A pox on your aquavi tie. Monopoly, that my 
wife urged me to arrest, gone to Brainford 1 

Enter Ambush, 

Here comes the varlet. 

Amb. I am come, sir, to know your pleasure. 

Ten, What, hath Monopoly paid the money yet ? 

Amh. Ko, sir, but he sent for money. 

Ten, You have not carried him to the Coimter 1 he 
la at your house still 1 

^ WiUtdf directed. 
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Amh. 0 Lord, ay, sir, as melancholic &c.' 

Ten. You lie like an arrant varlet. By this candle, 

I laugh at the jest- 

Bird. And yet he's ready to cry. 
l*m. He’s gone with my wife to Brainforfl: an’ there 
bo any law in Kngland, I’ll tickle ye for this. 

Amh. Do your worst, for 1 liave good security, and I 
care not j besides, it was his cousin, > our wife’s, jilea- 
sure, that he should go along with her. 

Ten. Hoy day, her cousin ! Well, sir, your security! 
Amh. Why, sir, two diamonds here 
Ten. 0, my heart! my wife’s tw'o diamonds ! Well, 
you’ll go along and justify this! 

Amh. That I will, sir. 

Elder Lucy 


Lney. Who am I ? 

Ten. WHiat the murrain care I who you are! hold 
off your lingers, or I’ll cut them with this diamond. 

Lmey. I’ll see ’em ifuith. So, I'll keep these diamonds 
till I have my silk gown and six ells of cambric. 

Ten. By this light, you shall not. 

Lmry. No! w hat, do you think you have fops in 
hand! sue me for them. 

Wafer and Honey. As you respect your credit, let’s go. 

Ten, Good Lucy, as you love me, let me have them; 
it stands u{Hm iny credit: thou shalt have anything ^ 
take my purse. 

Liu'y. I wdl not be crossed in my humour, sir. 


^ A» mflanchciic^ Uc .—so in the original. Mr. t^ce con¬ 
ceives that it was so left by the author, trusting to the 
player’s powers of extemponziog some jocose ana telling 
siimle. < 
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• Ten. You are a damned filthy punk. What an unfor¬ 
tunate rogue was I, tliat ever I ctime into this house ! 

Bmh Do not spurn anybody in my liouse, you were 
best. 

Ten, Well, well. 

l^Ejeeftini the th'ee Citizefis, 

Bin?, Excellent Lucy! the getting of these two dia¬ 
monds may chance to save tlie gentlewoman’s credit. 
Thou heardest all 1 

Lucy, 0, ay, and by my troth, pity them: what a 
filthy knave was that betrayed them ’ 

Btrf?. One that ]mt me into pitiful fear: Master J usti- 
niano here hath layed lurking, like a sheep-biter, and in 
my knowledge hath drawn these gentlewomen to this 
misfortune ; but I’ll down to Queenhive,^ and the water¬ 
men whicli were wont to carry you to Laralicth-Marsh, 
shall carry me thither. It may be 1 may come before 
them. I think 1 shall pray more, what for fear of the 
water, and for my good success, than I did this twelve^ 
month. [Eumnt. 

ScBNS II.— At the Earl*8 Man»ion. 

Enter the Eaiil ami three Servikgmbn. 

Earl. Have you perfum’d this chamber ? 

Omnee, Yes, my lord. 

Earl. The banquet 1 

Omnee. It stands ready. 

Earl. Go, let music 

Charm with her excellent Toice an awful silence 
Through aU this building, that her sphery soul 
Hay, on the wings of air, in thousand forms 

> Qoeeu-hiUie quay in Upper Thames Street. 
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Invisibly fly, yet bo enjoy’d. Away. 

1 Serv. Does my lord mean to conjure, that he draws 
these strange cliaracters 1 

2 Sen). He does ; but we shall see neither the spirit 
that rises, nor the circle it rises in. 

3 Serv. 'Twould make our hair stand up an end if we 

should. Come, fools, come, meddle not with his matters: 
lords may do anything. [Exeunt Serringnim, 

Earl. This night shall my desires be amply crown’d, 
And all those powers that taste of man m us, 

Shall now aspire that point of happiness, 

Beyond which sensual eyes never look, sweet pleasure: 
Delicious pleasure, earth's supremost good, 

The spring of blood, though it dry up our blood. 

Rob me of that,—though to be drunk with pleasure, 
As rank excess even in best things is bad. 

Turns man into a beast,—yet that being gone, 

A horse, and this, the goodliest shaj>o, all one. 

We feed, wear rich attires, and strive to cleave 
The stars with marble towers, fight battles, spend 
Our blood to buy us names, and in iron hold 
Will we eat roots to imprison fugitive gold: 

But to do thus, what spell can us excite Y 
This, the strong magic of our appetite; 

To feast which richly, life itself undoes. 

Who’d not die thus t to see, and then to choose. 

Why even those that starve in voluntary wants, 

And to advance the mind, keep the flesh poor, 

The world enjoying them, they not the world. 

Would they do this, but that they are proud to suck 
A sweetness from such sourness f let ’em so, 
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The ^rent of my appetite shall flow 

With happier stream. A woman 1 O, the spirit 

And extract of creation ! Tliis^ this night, 

The sun shall envy. IVliat cold checks our blood ? 
Her body is the cliariot of my soul, 

Her eyes my lK>dy*8 light, which if I want, 

Life wants, or if possess, I undo her. 

Turn her into u devil, whom 1 adore. 

By scorching her with the hot stream of Just. 

Tis but a minute’s pleasun*, and tlie sin 
Scarce acted is rej^ontod : slum it than 
O, he that can abstain, i.-i than man ! 

Tush! Rcsolv’st thou to do ill ? Be not precise; 

Wlio write of \ irtue best, are slaves to vice, 

The miisR v-unds alanim to my blood, 

What's bad I follow, yet I see wdiat’a gf>od. 

[Whilst the mavp' U heanly the Earl dram a 
rurfatn^ aiul sHs forth a hampLPi, He then 
exitf anjd enitrs jtrf'^enffy with Jushniano^ 
atthed Wee his in/e^ inashed; leads him to 
the talfle^ pftires him in a chair^ and in 

dumb sitjns rovris him tilt ihi mmj Ije fhme. 

» 

Earl. Fair! be not doubly mask’d with that and night: 
Beauty, like gohl, being us’d Jjccomes more bright 
Just.^ Will it please your lonlship to sit? 1 shall re¬ 
ceive small pleasure, if I see your lordship stand. 

Earl Witch! hag! what art thou,proud damnation? 
Just, A merchant’s wife. 

EaHf Fury, who rais'd thee up? what com'st thou for? 

> For (hen* * No song is given in the text 

* (Unnuudeing). 
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Jugt, For a banquet. 

Earl. 1 am abus’d, deluded. Speak, what art thou? 
Uds death, speak, or I’ll kill thee. In that habit 
I look’d to find an angel, but thy face 
Shows th’ art a devil. 

Just, My face is as God made it, my lord : I am no 
devil, unless women be devils; but men find ’em not 
so, for they daily hunt for them. 

Earl. What art thou that dost cozen me thus 1 

Just. A merchant’s wife, I say, J ustiniano’s wife; she, 
whom that long Iwrding-jiiece of your’s, I mean that 
wicked mother BirtUime, caught for your honour. Why, 
my lord, has your lordship forgot how ye courted me 
last morning ? 

Earl. The devil I did • 

Just. Kissed mo last morning. 

Earl. Succubus, not thee. 

Just. Gave me this jewel, last morning. 

Earl. Not to thee, harjiy. 

Just. To me, upon mine honesty; swore you would 
build me a lodging by the Thames side with a water-gate 
to it| or else bike me a lodging in Cole-harbour.^ 

EarL I swore eo! 

Just Or keep me in a labyrinth, as Harry kept Bosa- 
mond, where the Minotaur, my husband, should not 
enter. 

Earl. 1 Bware so, but, gipsey, not to thee. 

Just. To me, upon my honour; hard was the si^ 
which you laid to the crystal walls of my chastity, but 

^ Oole-harhourt or Cold-harbour, an ancient mansion in 
Bowmte, the residence of TnnsUdl, Bishop of Durham. It 
had tne privil^^ of sanctuary, which were extended to the 
■mall tenements that Gilbert, Earl of Shrewshaiy, {mUing 
down the old mansion, built and about the 
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I Tield %it, you know; but because I cannot bo loo 
stony-hearted, I yielded, my lord, by this token, my 
lord, (which token lies at my heart like load,) but by 
this token, my lord, that tliis night you should commit 
that sin which we all know with me. 

Earl, Thee ! 

Just. Do I look ugly, that you put uiK>n mol 
did I give you my hand to horn my head, that^s to say 
my husband, and is it come to thee ? is my face a filthier 
face, now it is yours, than when it was his ? or have I 
tts^o faces under one hood 1 I confess 1 liavc laid mine 
eyes in brine, and that may change tlio copy; but, my 
lord, I know what 1 am. 

Earl. A sorceress: thou shalt witch mine ears no more; 
If thou cantji pray, do’t quickly, for thou diest. 

Just, I can pray, but I will not die, thou liest. 

My lord, there drops your lady ; and now know. 

Thou unseasonable lecher, 1 am her husband. 

Whom thou wouldst make whore. K(3aii she s]3eak8 
there thus: 

[Mistress Justiniano is disrocered^ lying as if 

dead.^ 

Unless I came to her, her hand should free 

Her chastity from blemish ; proud 1 was 

Of her brave mind; 1 came, and seeing what slavery, 

Poverty, and the frailty of her sex 

Had, and was like to make her subject to, 

I begg'd that she would die; my suit was granted: 

I poison’d her; thy lust there strikes her dead; 


> Oiviog a letter. 

* A stage diiecAioD sopplied hj Mr. Dyes. 
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Homs fear’d, plague worse, than sticking on tbe head. 

Earl. O God, thou liast undone tliyself and me! 
None live to maU^h tliis piece ; thou art too bloody : 
Yet for her sake, wlioni I’ll embabn with tears, 

This act with her I bury, and to quit 
Tliy loss of such a jewel, thou slialt share 
My living with me; come, embrace. 

Juift My lonl. 

Earl. Villain, damn’d merciless slave. I’ll torture thee 
To every inch of Hesh. What ho ! help, who’s there 1 


Entrr Servingmen. 

Come hither here’s a murderer, hind him. How now, 
What noise is this ? 

1 Sen\ My lord, tliere are three citizens face me down, 
that hero’s one Master Parentliosis a schoolmaster, with 
your lortlshii>, and desire ho may be forthcoming to 'em, 
Tliat liorrow’d name is mine. Shift for your¬ 
selves ; 

Away, shift for yourselves; fly, I am taken. 

Earl. Why should they fly, thou screech-owl ? 

Jml. I will tell thee ; 

Those three are partners with me in the murder; 

We four commix’d the poison. Shift for yourselves. 
Earl. Stop’s mouth, and drag him back: entreat 'em 
enter. 


Enter the Three Citizens. 

0, what a conflict feel 1 in my blood! 

I would I were less great to be more good. 

Y’are welcome; wherefore came you 1 Guard tiredooiE. 
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"V^en L behold that object, all my stmaes 
Revolt from reason. He that offers flight, 

Drops down n corse. 

All Till w. A corse ! 

1 Spn\ Ay, a corse : do you scorn to Iw worms’ meat 
more than she 1 

JvM. See, gentlemen, the Italian that does scorn. 
Beneath the moon, no liaseness like tlio horn, 

Has pour'd through all the veins of yon chaste bosom 
Strong poison h) preservt? it from that plague. 

This tle&hly lord, he doted on niy wife; 

He would have wrought on her and play’d on me ; 

But to jmre off these brims,^ I cut off her, 

And gull'd him with this he, that you had hands 
Dipt in her \h/od with mine ^ but this I did, 

That his stain’d age and name might not l>e hid. 

My act, though vild,^ the world shall crown as just; 

I shall die clear, when he lives soil’d with lust. 

But come, rise, ^foll; awake, sweet Moll; th’ast play'd 
The woman rarely, counterfeited well. 

1 Serv. Sure, sh’as nine lives. 

JiUit. See, Lucrece is not slain: 

Her eyes, which lust call'd suns, have thcir*fir8t beams, 
And all ihese frightments are but idle dreams : 

IJet, afore Jove, she hfiul her knife prepar'd. 

To let her blood forth ere it should run black. 

Do not these open cuts now cool your back ? 

Methinks they should; when vice sees with broad eyes 
Her ugly form, she does herself despise. 

^ A north country word for forehead. 

* An old form of vile. 
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Earl. Mirror of dames, I look upon tliee now, 

As men long blind, having recover'd sight, 

Amaz'd, scarce able are to endure the light. 

Mine own shame strikes me dumb: henceforth the book 
I'll read shall be thy mind, and not thy look. 

Honey. 1 would either we were at Brainford to see our 
wives, or our wives here to see this pageant. 

Ten. So would I; I stand upon thorns. 

Earl. The jewels which I gave you, wear \ your for¬ 
tunes 

I’ll raise on golden pillars: fare you well. 

Lust in old age, like burnt straw, does even choke 
The kindlers, and consumes in stinking smoke. [Exit 

Just, You may follow your lord by the 8moke,badgers. 

1 Serv. If fortune had favoured him, we might have 
followed you by the honis. 

Jtust Fortune favours fools ; your lord’s a wise lord. 
[Exeunt Seimiiymen.] So, how now ^ ha! This is that 
makes me fat, now; is't not ratsbane to you, gentlemen, 
as pap was to Nestor^ but I know the invisible sins of 
your wives hang at your eye-lids, and that makes you 
so heavy-headed. 

Ten. If I do take ’em napping, I know what I'll do. 

Honey, I’ll nap some of them. 

Ten. That villain. Monopoly, and that Sir Gosling, 
treads ’em all. 

Wafer, Would I might come to that treading. 

Jtud. Ha, ho, so would I. Come, Moll: the book of 
the siege of Ostend, writ by one that dropped in the 
action, will never sell so well as a report of the si^ 
between this grave, this wicked elder and thyself; au 



WESTWARD HOE, 


141 


so. ii.] 

impression of you two woiiKl away in a May morning. 
Was it ever heard that such tirings wore brought away 
from a lorti by any W'ench but thee, Moll, without pay¬ 
ing, unless the wonuh coiiycatcliod him ? do thy ways: 
if all the great Turk’s concubines were but like thee, 
the ten-penny infidei should never need keep so many 
geldings to neigh over 'em. Come, .sliall this western 
voyage hold, my liearts ? 

AU Thrvp. Yes, yes. 

Juht. Y'es, yes! sToot, you fii>eak as if yon had no 
hearts, and look as if you were going weHt\i\ard indeed.* 
To see how jdain dealing women can pull down men I 
Moll, you’ll help us to catch smelts,^ too ? 

Mist, Jttsf, If you be pleascHl. 

Just, Xev*: Iwitor since I wore a smock. 

I fear our oars have given us the bag. ‘ 

Wafer. Good, I’d laugh at that. 

Just. If they have, would theirs might give them 
the bottle. Coiiuj, man h whilst the women double 
their tiles. Married men, see, there’s comfort; the 
moon’s up - ’fore Don Pliodais, I doubt wo shall have 
a fi-ost this night, lier horns are so sharp: do you not 
feel It bite 1 

Ten, I do, I’m sure. 

Juitt. But we’ll sit u|>oii one anothei h skirts j’ th’ boat,, 
and lie close in straw-, like the hoary courtier, Het on 
To Brainforti now, where if you meet frail wives, 

Ne’er s^vear ’gainst horns, in vain dame Nature strives^ 

[Ex4ni7tt,. 

^ Wtdxcanl indeed, i. e. to Tyburn,—D voe. 

^ i. 6. to catch gulls. 

* Gone off, given us the «acl-, made fools of us. 
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ACT V.— Scene I. 

Enter Monopoly, Whirlpool, Linstock, and the Wives 

Judith, Madkl, and Moll, their hats off. 

Monojtohj. 

HY, chamberlain, will not these fiddlers be 
drawn forth ? are they not in tune yet ? or 
are the rogues afraid a’ th’ statute,^ and dare 
not travel so far without a passport ? 

Whirl. What, chamberlain * 

Lin. Where’s mine host ? what, chamberlain ! 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Anon, sir ; liere, sir , at hand, sir. 

Mm. Where’s this noise what a lousy town’s this 
Has Brainford no music in't 1 

Cham. They are but rosining, sir, and they’ll scrape 
themselves into your company presently. 

Mon. Plague a’ their cat’s-guts and their scraping: 
dost not see women here, and can we, thinkst thou, be 
without a noise then 1 

Cham. The troth is, sir, one of the poor instruments 
caught a sore mischance last night; his most base bridge 
fell down \ and l>elike they are making a gathering for 
the reparations of that. 

Whirl. When they come, let’s have ’em, with a pox. 

Cham. Well, sir; you sliall, sir. 

* i. e. the Statute aeaixist va^bonds.” 

* Noise., i. e. the band of mnsimans. 
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tdon. Stay, chamberlain; wliere’s our knight, Sir 
Gosling 1 where’s Sir Gosling ? 

CfianL Troth, sir, niy master and Sir Gosling are guz¬ 
zling^ they are dabbling together fathom deep; the 
knight hath drunk so much health to the gentleman 
yonder, on his knees, that he has almost lost the use 
of his legs. 

JwHth. O, for love, let none of ’em enter our room, 
fie! 

Malpel. I would not have 'em cast up their accounts 
here, for mure tliaii they mean to be drunk this twelve- 
month. 

Mo^/. Good chamberlain, keep them and their healths 
out of our company. 

Chamh} T warrant you, their healtlis shall nut hurt 
you. [EHt 

Mon. Ay, well said ; they’re none of our giving: let 
’em keej) their own quarter. Nay, I told you tlie man 
would soak him if he were ten knights; if ho were a 
knight of gold they'd fetch him over. 

MoU. Out upon him I 

Whirl, There’s a lieutenant and a captain amongst 
’em, too. 

Mon, Nay,then,look to have someliody lie on the earth 
for’t: it’s ordinary for your lieutenant to he drunk with 
your captain, and your captain to cast with your knight 

Moll, Did you never hear how Sir Fabian Scarecrow 
(oven such another) took me up one night l^foro my 
husband, being in wine 1 

Mahd, No indeed, how was it? 

^ A conreotion by Mr. Dyce. In the original, the speech 
nms on as part of Moll’s. 
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Molt. But I think I took him down with a witncliis. 

Judith. How, good Tentcrhocik ? 

Moll. Nay, I’ll Imve all your ears take part of it. 

Oninen. Come, on then. 

Moll, He used to frequent mo and my husband divers 
times; and at bust comes he out one inoniing to my hua- 
Iwind, and says, aAfjister Tenterliook, says he, I must 
trouble you to lend me two liundred i)Ound about a 
commodity which I am to deal in ; and wdiat was that 
commodity but his knighthood ' 

Omw‘». *So. 

Mull. Why, you shall, Master Scarecrow', says my 
good man : so within a Vittle while alter, Master 
Fabian was crcattMl knight. 

M(ffi Created a knight * that’s no gooil heraldry; 
you must say dubbed. 

Moll. And why not created, pray 1 

Oinw's. Ay, well ihmo, put him down at’s owu) w’eapon. 

Molt. Not created ’ why all things have their Ijeing 
by creation. 

Lin. Yes, by my faith is’t. 

Moll. But to return to my tale. 

Whrh Ay, marry ; mark now. 

Moll. When ho had climljod uji this costly ladder of 
preferment, he dishurse«s the money back again very 
honourably; comes home, and was by my husliand 
invited to 8iip}>er. There supped with us, besides, 
another gentleman incident to the court, one that had 
bespoke me of my liusband, to help me into the bon- 
quetting house and see the revelling, a young gentle¬ 
woman, and that wag our schoolmaster, Master Paren« 
thesis, for 1 remember he said gnice; methink^ I see 
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bilm jet, how ho turned up the white a’ th* eye, when 
he came to the last gasp, and that ho was almost past 
grace! 

MaheL Nay, ho can do’L 

Moll. All supper time, my ncw-miuted knight made 
wine the waggon to his meat, for it ran down his throat 
80 fast, that before my chambermaid had taken lialf up 
he was not scarce able to stand. 

M<m. a general fault at citisens’ tables. 

Molt. And I, thinking to play upon him, a«k«*d him, 
Sir Fabian Scarecrow, quoth I, what jiretty gentlewoman 
will you raise up now to 'staP her your lady ? but he, 
like a foul-mouthed man, swore, zounds I’ll stall never 
a punk^ in England; a lady ! there's too many already. 
O fie, Sir Fabian, qnoth I, will yon call her that shall bo 
your wife such an odious name 1 and then he sets out a 
throat, and swore again, like a stinking-breatlied knight 
as he was, that women were like horses. 

Malfel awl Jwlith. O, filthy knave ! 

MoU. 'They'd break over any hesige to change their 
pasture, though it were worse: he, man, fie, says the 
gentlewoman. 

Mon. Very good. 

Moll. And he, bristling up his bean! to rail at her too, 
I cut him over the thumbs thus; why. Sir Fabian Scare¬ 
crow, did 1 incense my husband to lend you so much 
money upon your bare word, and do you backbite my 
friends and me to our faces f I thought you had had 
more perseverance; if you bore a knightly and a degen- 
eroua mind, you would scorn it^ you hod wont to Ije more 
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deformable amongst women; fie that you’ll be so hum- 
oursome; here was nobody so egregious towards you. 
Sir Fabian: and thus in good sadness, I gave him the 
best words^ 1 could pick out, to make him ashamed of 
his doings. 

Whirl. And how took he this correction 1 

Afoll Very heavily, for he slept presently upon’t; and 
in the morning was the sorriest knight, and I warrant 
is so to this day, that lives by bread m England. 

Jfon. To see what wine and women can do! the one 
makes a man not to have a word to throw at a dog, the 
other makes a man to eat his own words, though they 
were never so filthy. 

Whirl. I see these fiddlers cannot build up their 
bridge that some music may come over us. 

Lin. No, faitli, they are drunk too; what shall’s do, 
therefore 1 

Mnn. Sit up at cards all night 

Malrel. That’s serving man’s fashion. 

Whirl. Drink burnt wine and eggs then. 

Judith. Tliat’s au exercise for your suburb wenches. 

Midi. No, no, let’s set upon our posset and so march 
to bed; for I begin to wax light with having my natural 
sleep pulled out a’ mine eyes. 

Omnes. Agreed, be’t so; the sack posset and to bed. 

Mon. What, chamberlain! I must take a pipe of 
tobacca 

Three Women. Not here, not here, not here. 

'Mabel. I'll rather love a man that takes a purse, 
than him that takes tobacco. 

' Her best words, it has been seen, are somewhat in Mrs. 
Malapropos style of elooation. t 
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* Moll, By my little finger, I’ll break all yottr pipes, 
and bum the case and the box too, and^ you draw out 
your stinking smoke afore me. 

Mon. Prithee, good Mistress Tenterhook, I’ll ha’ 
done in a trice. 

. MoU. Do you long to have me swoon t 

Mon. I’ll use but half a pipe, in troth. 

Moll. Do you long to see me lie at your feet ? 

Mon. Smell to’t; ’t is perfumed. 

Moll. O God, O Goti, you anger me ! you stir my 
blood; you move me; you make me spoil a good face 
with frowning at you. This was ever your fashion, so 
to smoke my husband when you come home, that 1 
could not abide him in mine eye; he was a mote in it, 
methought, n month after. Pray spawP in another 
room ; fie, fie, fie! 

Mon. Well, well; come, we'll for once feed her 
humour.* 

Judith. Get two rooms off at least, if you love us. 

Maifel. Three, three. Master Linstock, three. 

Lin. ’S foot, we’ll dance to Norwich,* and take it 
there, if you’ll stay till we return again. Here s a stir! 
You’ll Ui abide a fiery face that cannot endure a smoky 
nose. 

ifon. Come, let’s satisfy our appetite. 

Whirl. And that will be hard for us ; but we’ll do 
our best. [Exenrd* 

Moll. So; are they departed ? What string may we 

> U. * Spit. 

* Zhnce to Norwieh.-~An allusion to Kempe the actor's 
Nfae daiu wonder Perfortned in a daunee from London to 
‘EorwioAt 1600*^—Dvc*. 
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three think that these three gallants haip upon, by 
bringing us to this sinful town of Brainfoid 1 ha % 

Judith. 1 know what string they would harp u|K)n, 
if they could put us into the right tune. 

Mcdfcl. I know what one of ’em buzzed in mine ear, 
till, like a thief in a candle, he made mine ears bum ; 
but 1 swore to say nothing. 

Moll. 1 know as verily they hope, and brag one to 
another, that this ni^it they’ll row westward in our 
husbands’ wherries as we ho^MJ to be rowed to London 
to-mon-ow morning in a pair of oars. But, wenches, 
let’s be wise, and make rooks of them that I warrant 
are now setting pursenets to conycatch us. 

Both. Content. 

Moll, They shall know that citizens^ wives have wit 
enough to outstrip twenty such gulls; though we are 
merry let’s not be mad ; be as wanton as new-married 
wives, as fantastic and light headed to the eye as'feather- 
makers, but as pure about the heart as if wo dwelt 
amongst ’em in Blackfriars.^ 

Mal>eL We’ll eat and drink wdth ’em. 

Moll. O yes; eat with 'era as hungerly as soldiers 
drink as if we were froes talk as freely as jesters; but 
do na little as misers, who, like dry nurses, have great 
breasts but give no milk. It were better we should laugh 
at their popinjays tlian live in fear of their prating 
tongues. Though we lie all night out of the city, they 
shall not find country wenches of us; but since we ha’ 

1 Black/riarty in our author’s time, was celebrated for 
three things: the theatre, a number of Puntans, and the 
sale of feathers; the two lattm* professions being very often 
united in the same arsons.—If abxs, i 

* /Voes.--Frow&, DutchwomeD. 
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brought 'em thus far into a fool's paradise, leave 'em 
in’t: the jest shall he a stock to maintain us and oar 
peTrfellowa in laughing at christenings, cryings out, and 
upsittings^ this twelve month. How say you, wenches? 
have I set tlie saddle on the right horse ? 

Both. (), 'twill he excellent. 

Maheh Ilut how shall we shift 'em off? 

AfnfJ, Not as ill debtors do their crt'ditora with good 
words, hut as lawyers do their clients when they’re over¬ 
thrown, by some new knavish trick; and thus it shall he: 
one of us must dissemble to be suddenly very sick. 

Jiuiifh. I’ll be she, 

MoU, Nay, though we can all dissemble well, yet I’U 
be she ; for men are so je^tloiis, or rather envious of one 
another's i.appiness, especially in these out of town goi- 
flipings, that he who shall miss his hen, if he 1)C a right 
cock indeed, will wt^tch the other from treading. 

MalM, That's certain ; I know that by myself. 

MoU. And, like .di^op’s dog, unless himself might 
cat hay, will lie in the manger and starve, but he'll 
hinder the horse from eating any: besides, it will be as 
good as a Welch hook^ for you to keep out tne other at 
the staves end; for you may boldly stand upon this 
point, that unless every man's heels may he tript up, 
you scorn to play at footbalL 

Judith. That’s certain; peace, 1 hear them spitting 
after their toliacco. 

MoU, A chair, a chair; one of you keep as great a 
coil and calling as if you ran for a midwife, th'other 
hold my head whilst I cut my lace. 

' Aoconohements, and the first reception thereafter* 

^ Double-edged hill or axe.—^H alliwell. 
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Judith, Passion of me! Master Monopoly, Master 
Linstock! an' you be men, help to daw ^ Mistress Ten* 
terhook! O quickly, quickly! she’s sick and taken 
with an agony. 

Eutei'^ an ffJie me/?, Monopoly, Whirlpool, 
aufl Linstock. 

0?//we/<. Sick ! How 1 how now 1 what's the matter ? 

Mtm, Sweet Moll, call up thy spirits. 

Moll. 0, Master Monopoly, my spirits will not come 
at my calling! 1 am terrible and ill. Sure, sure, I'm 
struck with some wicked jilanet, for it hit my very heart, 
O, I feel myself worse and worse I 

Man. Some burnt sack for her, good wenches, or posset 
drink. Pox a’ this rogue chamberlain ; one of you call 
him. How her pulses beat! a draught of cinnamon 
water now for her were bettor than two tankards out 
of the Thames. How now, ha 1 ^ 

Moll. Ill, iU, ill, ill, ill. 

Mo 71 . I’m accurst to spend money in this town of 
iniquity ; there’s no good thing ever comes out of it; 
and it stands upon such musty ground, by reason of 
the river, that T cannot see how a tender woman can 
do well in’t. 'S foot, sick now, cast down, now *tia 
come to the push! 

Moll. My mind misgives me that all’s not sound at 
London. 

Whirl. Pox on ’em that be not sound; what need 
that touch you t 

Moll. I fear you’ll never carry me thither. 

Omnes. Pooh, pooh, say not so. 

' Dote.—A nortli oonatiy word: to awaken, anmie. 
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Moll. Pray let my clothes be utterly undone, and 
then lay me in my bed. 

lAn. Walk up and down a little. 

Moll, O, Master Linstock, ’tis no walking will serve 
my turn! Have me to bed, good sweet Mistreaa 
Honeysuckle. 1 doubt that old liog, Gillian of Brain- 
ford,^ has bewitched me. 

Mon. Look to lier, gocKl wenches. 

Mabel. Ay, so we will, and to you too. This was 
excellent. [Exeunt the three womm. 

Whirl. This is strange. 

Lin. Villaiious spiteful luck ! No matter, tli' other 
two hold bias. 

Whirl Peace, mark how he’s nipt; nothing grieves 
1X16 do 1X1 kao ii as that poor Pyramus here must have a 
wall this night between him and his Thisbe. 

Mon. No remedy, trusty Troilus; and it grieves me as 
much that you’ll want your false Cressida to-night, for 
here's no Sir Pandarus to uslicr you into your chamber. 

Ldn. I’ll summon a parley to one of the wenches, and 
see how all goes. ^ 

Mm. No whispering with the common enemy I by 
this iron, he sees the devil that sees how sU goes amongst 
the women to-night. Nay, 's foot, if I stand piping till 
you dance, damn me. 

Lm. Why, you’ll let me call to 'em but at the key¬ 
hole! 

Mon. Pooh, good Master Linstock, PH not stand by 
whilst yon give fire at your key-holes. I’ll hold no 
trencher till another feeds; no stirrup till another gets 


^ A noted witch. 
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up; be no door-keeper. I ha’ not been eo often at 
court, but I know what the backside of the hangings 
are made of; I’ll tnist none under a piece of tapestry, 
videlieetf a coverlet. 

Whirl, What will you say if the wenches do this to 
gull us? 

M<m. No matter, I’ll not be doubly gulled by them 
and by you: go, will you take the lesisc of the next 
chandler, and do as I do ? 

Rof/t. And w'hat’s that ? 

Mm. Any villany in your company, but nothing out 
on’t; will you sit up, or lie by’t ? 

Whirl. Nay, he, sure, for lying is most in fashion. 

Mon. Troth then, I’ll have you l)efore me. 

Bo/h. It shall lie yours.^ 

Mm. Yours, i’faith ; I’ll play Janus with two faces, 
and look as<]uint both ways for one night. 

Lin. Well, sir, you shall Ije our door-keeper. 

Mmi. Since we must swim, let’s leap into one flood: 
We’ll either be all naught, or else all good. [Eeeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Noise of Fiddlers,/ o//ofmi<7 the Chamberlain. 

Chamh. Come, come, come, follow me, follow me. I 
warrant you ha* lost more by not falling into a sound 
last night, than ever you got at one job since it pleased 
you to make a noise. I can tell you, gold is no money 
with ’em. Follow me and fum,’ as you go: you shall 
put something into their ears, whilst 1 provide to put 

* i. e. your privilege to precede me. 

* i. e. presumably, prelime. 
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something into their bellies. Follow close, and fum. 

[Ejrmivf, 

Enter fiiR Gosling anti Bikdlimr jnilleit aJoruf hy him. 

Sir Gm. What kin art thou to Long Meg of West¬ 
minster?^ th’ art like her. 

Bird. Somewhat alike, sir, at a blush, nothing akin, 
sir, saving in height of mind, and tliat she was a goodly 
woman. 

Sir Gne. Mary Anibree,® do not you know me ? had 
not I a sight of tliis sweet phisnomy at Hhonish wine- 
house, ha? last day, i’ th’ Stillyard, ha? wliithor art 
bound, galleyfoist T** whither art bound ? whence conieat 
thou, female yeoman-a’*the guard ? 

Bird. From London, sir. 

Sir Gof^. Dewt come to keep the door, Ascapart ?^ 

Bird. My reparations hither is to apeak with the 
gentlewomen here, that drunk with your worahif) at 
the Dutfli house of meeting. 

Sir (row. Drunk with me ! you lie, not drunk with 
me: but ’faith what would’st with the w^oimui ? they 
are abed : art not a midwife ? one of 'em told me thou 
wert a night-woman. [Mmir within: ihf^ Fiddlern. 

Bird. I ha’ brought some women abed,’in my time, sir. 

Sir Go8, Ay, and some young men too, hast not, 
Pandora ? how now, where’s this noise ? 

> A street termagant, often mentioned hy onr old writers. 

* Maty Amhree.—An English heroine, immortalized by 
her raloor at the siege of Ghent, in 1684. 

* QciUyfoi^ —A long barge with oars; the term was 
especially applied to the Lord Mayor's barge.—HALLiWKfX. 

* AitcapaH .—A giant, “ful thyrty fote long/'whom Sr 
Bevis of Hampton raxiquished in single combat. 
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Bird, rii commit your worahij^— 

Sir Go8, To the stocks ? art a justice ? shalt not com¬ 
mit me. 

Enter Fiddlers. 

Dance first Toith: why, scrapers appear under the 
wenclies* comical window,^ by th’ lord ! Uds daggers, 
cannot sin be set ashore once in a reign upon your 
country quarters, but it must have fiddling ? what set 
of villains are you, you perpetual ragamuffins ? 

Fid. The town consort,^ sir. 

Sir Go8. Consort, with u pox! cannot tiie shaking of 
the sheets be danced without your town piping ? nay 
then let all licll roar. 

Fid. I beseech you, sir, put up yours, and we^U put 
up ours. 

Sir Gm. Play, you lousy Hungarians : * see, look the 
Maypole is sot up, we’ll dance alx>ut it: keep this circle, 
Maquerelle.'' 

Bird. 1 am no mackerel, and Ill keep no circles. 

Sir Goa. Play, life of Pharaoh, play : the bawd shall 
teach me a Scotch jig. 

Bird. Bawd ! 1 defy thee, and thy jigs, whatsoever 
thou art: were 1 in place where, Pd make thee prove 
thy words. 

Sir Gos. I would prove 'em, mother best-be-trust i 

^ So in'the originaL Mr. Dyce suggests; comical toencAei' 
vdadow. 

* CV>ii«orl, 1 . e. concert. 

^ The ehaking of the dueie .—An old country dance, often 
alluded to by our old dramatists, and gener^y in a loose 
sense. 

^ Jiwngariamt .—cant term, probably formed in double 
allusion to the Hungarian freebooters, who <mee 
the continent, and to the word hungry. —^Najris. 

* MaqatroUt .—^French for bawd, * 
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wfiy do not 1 know you, grannam? and that sugar-loaf 
ha! do I Qot, Megflsra 1 

Bird. 1 am none of your Megs: ^ do not nickname 
me so; I will not bo nicked. 

Sir Go8. You will not: you will not: how many of 
my name, of the Glowworms, have paid for your furred 
gowns, thou woman's broker ? 

Bird. No, sir, I sconi to be beholding to any glow¬ 
worm that lives upon earth for iny fur: 1 can keep 
myself warm without glowworms. 

Str Gm. Caiist sing, woodpecker? come, sing and 
wake ’em. 

Bird. Would you should well know it, I am no 
singing woman. 

Sir 0(Mf, Howl then: 's foot, sing or howl, or I’ll 
break your ostrich egg-shell there. 

Bird. My egg hurts not you : what do you moan, 
to tiourisk so 1 

Sir Gm. Sing, Madge, Madge; sing*, owlet. 

Bird. How can 1 sing with such a sour face ? 1 am 
haunted with a cough and cannot sing. ^ 

Sir Gm. One of your instruments, mountelmnks. 
Come, here, clutch, clutch. 

Bird. Alas, sir, I’m on old woman, and know not 
how to clutch an instrument! 

Sir Gm. Look, mark ; to and fro, as I rub it: make a 
noise : it’s no matter; any Hunt’s Up,^ to waken vice. 

^ L e. the sugar-loaf, or high-crowned hat, once worn by 
women generaJly, but, becoming limited to old women, it 
was, after awhile, an invarialMe feature in the oostama 
allrifaated to witches and eldwly mateons of evil reputatioou 

* L e. no Meg of Westeoinster. 

* A tune played to wakm speoismen in the morning. 
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Bird. I shall never rub it in tune. 

Sir Goi*. Will you scrape 1 

Bird, So you will let me go into the parties, I will 
saw and make a noise. 

Sir Oofi. Do then: sha’t into the parties, and part 
’em ; sha’t, my lean I-»apna. 

Bird. If I must needs play the fool in my old days, 
lot me have the biggest instrument, because I can hold 
that liest: I shall cough like a broken-winded horse, if 
I gape once to sing once. 

Sir Gos. No matter; cough out thy lungs. 

Bird. No, sir, though I’m old, and worm-eaten, I’m 
not so rotten- [Coughs, 

A 8ong. 

Will your worship be rid of me now 1 

Sir Gos. Fain, as rich men’s heirs would be of their 
gouty dads. That’s the hot-house, where your parties 
are sweating: amble; go, tell the he parties I have 
sent ’em a mast to their ship. 

Bird. Yes, forsooth, I’ll do your errand. [Exit, 

Sir Gos. Half musty still, by thundering Jove I 
With what wedge of villany might I cleave out on hour 
or two ? Fiddlers, come strike up j march before me; 
the chamberlain shall put a crown for you into his bill 
of itema You shall sing bawdy songs under eveiy 
window i’th’town ; up will the clowns start, down 
come the wenches; we’ll set the men a fighting, the 
women a scolding, the dogs a barking; yon shall go on 
fiddling, and I follow dancing Lantera: curry your 
instruments, play, and away. [Enmini. 
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SCENE III .—A Room in the Inn at Bre^itfmxh 

Tbntbrhook, Honeysucklk, Wafer, Justiniano, 

and his Wife, with Ambusu, atul CiUMRERiiAiN. 

HoTiey. Sergeant Ambush, as th’art an honest fellow, 
scout in some back room, till the watchword given 
for sallying forth. 

Amb. Dun's the mouse.^ [Exit. 

Tm. A little low wom*ui, sayest thou, in a velvet cap, 
and one of ’em in a beaver 1—Brother Honeysuckle, 
and brother Wafer, hark’ye, tliey are they. 

Wafer. But art sure their husbands are abed with 'cm? 

Cham. I think so, sir; 1 know not; 1 left ’em 
together iu one room, and what division fell amongst 
’em the fates can discover, not 1. 

Ten. Leave us, good chamberlain, we arc some of 
their friends \ leave us, good chamberlain, l3c merry a 
little, leave us, honest chamberlain. [Exit Cltamiwrlai7ir .} 
We are abused, we are bought and sold in Brainford 
Market; never did the sickness of ou8 Ixilied nurse- 
child stick so cold to the hearts of three fathers; never 
were three innocent citizens so horribly, l»o abominably 
wrung under the withers. 

Both the others. What shall we do ? how shall we 
help ourselves ? 

Honey. How shall we pull this thorn out of our foot, 
before it rankle ? 

Ten. Yes, yes, yes, well enough; one of us stay here 

* DvoCb the mmtM .—A proverbial phrase of vague signtfi* 
cation, but here, os elsewhcare, equivalent, apparently, to a 
word ib the wist t 
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to watch, do you see; to watch; have an eye, have an 
ear. I and my brother Wafer, and Master Justiniaao, 
will set the town in an insurrection, bring hither the 
constable and his bill-men, break open upon ’em, take 
’em in their wickedness, and put ’em to their purgation. 

Honey, and Wafer. Agreed. 

Jwst. Ha, ha, purgation ! 

Ten. Well have ’em before some country justice of 
coram,^ (for we scorn to be bound to the peace,) and 
this justice shall draw his sword in our defence: if we 
find ’em to be malefactors, we’ll tickle ’em. 

Haneij. Agreed : do not say, but do’t: come. 

Just. Are you mad t do you know what you do I 
whither will you run ? 

All lltree. To set the town in an uproar. 

Just. An uproar ! will you make the townsmen think 
that Londoners never come hither but upon Saint 
Thomas’s night t Say you should rattle up*the*con> 
stable, thrash all the country together, hedge in the 
house with Hails, pike-staves, and pitch-forks, take your 
wives napping, these western smelts nibbling, and that, 
like so many Yulcaiis, every smith should discover his 
Venus dancing with Mars in a net, would this plaster 
cure the headache i 

TetL Ay, it would. 

All 'Three. Kay, it should. 

Just Kego, Kegono, no, it shall be proved unto 
you, your heads would ache worse: when women are 
proclaimed to be light, they strive to be more light; for 
who dare disprove a proclamation 1 

Ten. Ay, but when light wives make heavy husbands, 
^ Por quorum. * 1 deny it. 
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lef these husbands play maAl Hamlet, and ery revenge: 
come, and we*ll do so. 

Migt. Jugt. Prey stay, be not so heady, at my entreaty. 

Jw!t. My wife entreats you, and I entreat you, to have 
mercy on yourselves, though you have none over the 
women. I’ll tell you a tale: this last Christmas, a citi' 
zen and his wife, as it might bo one of you, were invited 
to the revels one night at one of the Inns a’ Court ; the 
husband having business, tnists his wife thither to take 
up‘a room for him before : she diil so ; but liefore she 
went, doubts arising what blocks her husband would 
stumble at to hinder his entrance, it vras consulted upon 
by what token, l>y what trick, by what banner or brooch 
he should l)o known to >>e he, when he rep{>ed at the 
gate. 

All Tliree. Very good. 

JwL The crowd, he was told, would l)e greater, their 
clamours greater, and able to <lrown tlie throats of a 
shoal of fish^vives; he himself, therefore, devises an 
excellent watcliword, and the sign at which he would 
hang out himself, should be a bom ; be would wind his 
horn, and that should give ’em warning tliat ho was come. 
All Tlirpe. So. 

Jusl. The torchmen and whiihers^ had an item to re¬ 
ceive him: he comes, rings out an alarum with his horn 

* Whiffltr *.—*‘The term is, undoahtedly, borrowed from 
vfhifiet another name for a 6fe or small flute; lor whifflers 
wwe originally those who preceded armies or fxrocessions, 
as fifers or pipers. ... In p^ess of time, the term 
wfii<^ had mways been uaen in the sense of came to 

rignify any person who went before in a proce^on. Min- 
Amit in his Dictionary^ 1617, describes him to be a club or 
staff-bearer. Sometimes, the whiflUers carried white staves,** 
Ac.—I}tucB*8 IlluotreUions of Shakeopmrt, quoted by l>yee. 
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enters with a slioiit; all the house rises, thinking some 
BOW'gelder pressed in; liis wife blushed, the company 
jested; the simple man, like a Ijeggar going to the stocks, 
laughed, ns not Iwing sensible of his own disgrace; and 
hereupon the punies^ set down this decree, that no man 
shall hereafter (;oiue to laugh at their revels, if his wife 
be entered before him, unless ho carry his horn about 
him. 

Wafei\ ril not trouble them. 

Jtist. So, if you trumpet abroad and preach at the 
market-cross your wives’ shame, ’tis your own shame. 

All Three, What shall we do, then ? 

Jmt. Take my counsel, I’ll ask no fee for’t: bar out 
host, Ijanish mine hostess, l>eat away the chamlierlain, 
let the ostlers walk, enter you the chambers peaceably, 
lock the doors gingeily, look upon your wives woefully, 
but Ui)on the evil doers most wickedly. 

TefiL What shall we reap by this ^ 

Jmi. All excellent harvest, this: you shall hear the 
poor niouse-trapiH»d guilty gentlemen call for mercy; 
your wives you shidl sec kneeling at your feet, and 
w-eeping, and wringing, and blushing, and cursing Brain* 
fonl, and crying }tanhn7iez mot, pardmnez moi^ pardon- 
nez moi/ whilst you have the choice to stand either as 
judges to condemn ’em, beadles to torment ’em, or con¬ 
fessors to absolve ’em. And what a glory will it be for 
■6 

you three, to kiss your wives like forgetful husbands, to 
exhort and forgive the young men like pitiful fathers, 
then to call for oars, then to cry Hay for London! 
then to make a supper, then to drown all in sack and 
sugar, then to go to bed, and then to rise and open shop^ 

' The poiane judges, as benchers? 
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SfhevQ you may ask any man wliat ho lacks with your 
cap off, ami mnie shall porcoivo whether the brimei 
wring yon. 

jfV/i. We'll rjiiso no towns. 

No, no, let’s knock lirst. 

Wafer. Ayy that's hetjt; i’ll summon a parley. 

[Knarka, 

Moll. Wlio’s there? h.ive you Ntock-tish iik 

liaml, iliut y*ni he.vt '-o liahl? who are yon ? 

Ttni, Thiit’js my \Mfe. let Juhtiniano sp(‘ak, for they 
all know oui longues 

Moll. [/'fV/o//] Wind a muiiain ail those (Milts, to 
ke('p feuch .1 kicking? Monopoly? 

Jtirf. V<‘s 

Moll. [ *hnt] Is Master Lin^'toik nj», too, ami Lho 
captain ? 

Jn*(l IJoth are in Lli(i lioM ! will yon open your ilooi T 

Moll (), you aie proper gani(j.stors, to liring 

false (lice with \ (»ii fr<»in London, to clieat yourselvciH 1 
Is’t possible that three shallow w'onien shfUiM gull 
three such gallants ? 

2'f^7i. What means this? 

A/oU. [triflun] Hav(; WM* (hdied you nphn th<‘ walls all 
night, to o{>en our gato.s to you i’ th’ morning? Oup 
honest Inishands, they (silly men; iie pmynig in tlieir 
beds now, that the water under ns may not he roughs 
the tilt tht t covers us may not be rent, an*! tlie straw 
about our feet may keep our pretty legs warm. 1 war¬ 
rant they walk ui>oii Queenhivc, as Leander did for 
Hero, to watch for «jur landing; and should we wrong: 
such kind hearts ? would we might ever be troubled 
with t}ie tooth-ache, then. 

VOL. I. 


M 
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7*672. This thing that makes fools of ua thus, is my 
^vife. , [Knocks. 

Mahel. firiV/n’n] Ay, ay, knock your l)ellie8* full; vtq 
hug one another a-lx»d, and lie laughing till we tickle 
again, to remcinhor how we sent you a bat-fowling. 

Wafer. An almond, parrottliat’s niy ^fal/s voice; 
I know by tlic sound, 

Jttsf. ’Sfoot, you ha’ similed half already, and youll 
sj>oil all, if you dam not up your mouths. Villany ! 
nothing but villany ! I’m afraid they have smelt your 
breaths at the key-hole, and now they set you to catch 
flounders, whilst in the meantime the concupisccntious 
malefactors make ’em ready, and take London napping. 

All Three. I’ll not be gulled so. 

2V72, Show youi-selves to Iks men, and break open 
doors. 

Just. Break open doors and shew yourselves to be 
beasts! If you break open doors, your wives ma}'” lay 
flat burglary to your chaise. 

Honet/. I^y a pudding : burglary I 

Jh4. Will you, then, turn Corydons because you are 
among clowns 1 Shall it l)e said you have no hrains, 
being in BrainforJ I 

All Three. Master Parenthesis, we will enter and set 
upon ’em. 

Just. AVell, do so; but enter not so that all the 
country may cry shame of your doings; knock 'em 
down, burst open Erebus, and bring an old house over 
your heads, if you do. 

Wafer. No matter, we’ll bear it off with head and 
Moulders. [ATtioc^ 

* Almmd for a parrot .—A proverbial expreasioa, e^nidi 
Ray explains: Some trifle to amuse a silly peraon. 
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Mahel. [»rtY7it«] You cannot enter indeed, la. 
cm(\ God’s niy pittikin, our three husbands summon a 
parley: let that long old woman either ert^ep under tha 

bed, or else stand upright behind the painted cloth. 

[EMi. 

Waft^r. Do you hear, you Mal>el 1 

Mattel. loot’s never hide our heads now, 

for we are discovered. [/>wa/>/wYire, 

Honey. But all this while my Hoiapysuikle ap2K3ar8 
not. 

Just. Why then two of them ha\ o pitched their tents 
there, and yours lies in ainbuscado with your enemy 
there. 

Honey, SUind iii»on your guard there, whilsff 1 l>atter 
here. \^Kiwck* at the n/eti'if door. 

Mon. [triY//i‘«] Who’s there 1 

Just. Hold, I’ll speak in a small voice, like one of the 
women. ^ Here’s a friend : are you up ? rise, rise ; stir, 
stir. 

Mon, [/ftY//m] Uds f<x>t, what weasel are you? are 
you going to catch (juails, that you bring your pifies 
with you? I’ll sec what troubled ghost it is that 
cannot sleep. ’ [Looks out. 

Ten. 0, Master Mono 2 X)ly, God save you. 

Mon. Amen, for the last time I saw you, the devil was 
at mine elbow in buff. What! “three merry men, and 
three merry men, and three merry men be we,”' too I 

Hon. How does my wife. Master Monopoly ? 

Mon. Who ? my overthwart® neighbour? passing well; 
this is kindly done: Sir Gosling is not far from yon; 
we’ll join our armies presently; here be rare fields to 

**rhe bnitheo of an old song. * Over-against. 
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walk in. Captain, rise ; Captain Linstock, bestir your 
stumps, for the Philistines are upon us. \^Ejcit 

Ten. This Monojioly is an arrant knave, a cogging 
knave, for all he’s a courti<3r; if ^fonopoly be sulfeTed 
to nde up ami ilown ith other men’s wives, he’ll undo 
lx>th citv anti countrv. 

c 

Ejiter the ilure Wives. 

Juiif. Moll, mask thy.si*lf; they shall not know'theo. 
All Iktw now,sweethearts, what make you berel 

Wa/f)' Not that ^\hR']l you make here 
2V«. Many, yt)U make bulks of your husbamls. 

]}u/AU<l.s,do we nut? out, you X'llou inhrmitiesl 
do all floweis shew in your e}es lik<; t t.>lum))iiies? 

Wajer AVife, A\hat sa;\s tlie c(»llier ? is not thy soul 
blacker than bisettals? how does the eliihl? how does 
my flesh and blood, wife ? 

Mabel. Your fle<h ami blt)od is \eiy ’"’ell recovered 
now, nioii.se. ■* 

Wajcr. I know ’tis * the ettllier has a sack-full of 
news to empty. 

Ten. ^foll, where b(‘ your two rings witli diamondsT 
Mall. At hand, sir, hero, w'lth a w'ct finger.^ 

Ten. I dreamed you liad lost ’em. What a profane 
varlot is this shoulder-clapper, * to lie thus upon my wife 
and her rings! 

Enter Monopoi.y, Whirlpool, (vnd Linstock. 

All tin 'ce. Save you, gentlemen. 

Ten. 

Htmey. > And you, and our wives from you. 

^oulderb.'^ 

»Almmut /j;r«*dUy, 

Bayexf^ains: Sim*, 


* BaUiff. 
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M<m. Your wives have saved tliemselves, for once. 

Ten. Master Mon()jK>ly, tlioiigh 1 meet you in High 
Germany, I liojx* you can understand broken English ; 
have you discharged your debt 1 

Mftn. Yes, sir, with a dtuibje eliarge; your liarpy that 
set Ins ten commandiiients upon luy back, liad two dia¬ 
monds, to save him harmless. 

Ten. Of you, sir 7 

Mon. Me, sir! do you think there be no diamond 
courtiers ? 

Tin. Sergeant Ainbud), issue fortli. 

Enfir AMnuftii. 

Monopidy, Til cut off your coinoy. Master Sergeant 
Ambush, I cliargc you, as you liope to receive comfort 
from the smell of mace, sjieak not like a sergeant, Imt 
deal hanestly : of whom had you tin* diamonds? 

Amh. Of your wife, sir, if Tra an lionest man. 

Moll. Of me, you fiewter-buttone^ rasr al! 

Mim, Sirrah, you that live by nothing 1 iit the carrion 
of poultry! 

Moll. Schoolmaster, hark liither. 

A/on. Where are my gems and jirecious stones, that 
were my bail ? 

Atnb. Forthcoming, sir, though your money is not; 
your creditor has 'em. 

Juft. Excellent! peace. Why, Master Tenterhook, 
if the diamonds lie of the rejxirted value, I’ll pay your 
money, receive ’em, keep ’em till Master Monopoly he 
latter i’ th’ purse: for, Master Monopoly, I know yjsn 
will not be long empty, Master Monopoly. 
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Moll. I^et him luive ’em, good Tenterhook ; where 
are. they ? 

Ten. At liome; I locked 'em up. 

An/er IjjBDLiME. 

Bird. Ko, indeed, forsooth, I locked 'em up, and those 
are they jour wife luis, and those arc they your husband, 
like a had liver as he i'', would have given to a niece of 
mine, that lies in my house to take physic, to have 
coramitt4*d fleshly treason with her. 

Ten. 1 at your house ! you old- 

Bird. You, pcrdy, and that honest bachelor: never 
call me old for the matter. 

Judith. Motherly ^\oman, he’s my husband, and no 
bachelor’s buttons are at liis doublet. 

Bird. ’Las, 1 speak innocently; and that lean gentle¬ 
man Mst in his stall' there. But, os I’m a sinner, both I 
and the young woman had an eye to the main chance, 
and though they brought more about ’em than Captain 
Ca’ncbsli's voyage' came to, they should not, nor could 
not, unless 1 had been a naughty woman, have entered 
the straits. 

AH three Women, Have wo smelt you out, foxes 1 

Mdl. Do you come after us with hue and cry, when 
you are the thieves yourselves % 

Judith. Murder, I see, cannot be hid; but if this old 
sibyl of yours speak oracles, for my part, I’ll be like an 
almaiiaok that threatens nothing but foul weather. 

' Otefktin OandidCa vojfo ^—^In allaaion to the wealth 
collected by Thomas Cavendish in his plundering expedition 
to the coast of South America, ilS86. * 
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TeJi, That l)awd has )>een danmod five Imndrad times, 
aad is her word to bo taken ? 

Jmt, To l)e damned once is enough for any one of 
her coat. 

Bird. Wliy, sir, what is my coat, that you sit thus 
upon my skirts ? 

Jmt. Tliy coat is an ancient coat; one of the so veil 
deadly sins put tliy coat first to uiaking: but do you 
hear ? you mother of iiiifpiity I you that can lose and 
find your efii*s when you list! go, sail with the rest of 
your liaw’dy-tmiUckers hi the jilace of Hixpcnny sinful¬ 
ness, the subnrlis. 

Bird. I scorn the sinfulncsH of any suburbs in Chnst- 
endoin: 'tis well known I have iip-risera and down- 
licm within the city, night hy night, like a profane 
fellow as tiiuu art. 

JuM. Right, 1 know thou hast. I’ll tell you, gentle¬ 
folks, tliere*a more resort to this fortiinc-Udler, than of 
forlor/l wives married to old husliaiids, and of grcennsick- 
ncss wrenches that can get no hii^hands, to the houso 
of a w’ise woman: she lias tricks to keep a vaulting 

if 

house under the law's nose*. 

Bird. Thou ilost tlic hnv’.s nose wrong to lielie me so. 

Jmt. For either a cunning womarf has a chamlier in 
her house, or a physician, or a picture maker, or an 
attorney, Ix^cause all tliese are gooil cloaks for the rain. 
And then, if the female (larty that’s cliented above 
stairs be young, she s a squire's daughter of low degree, 
that lies there for physic, or comes up to be placed 
with a countess; if of middle age, she's a widow, and 
has suits at the term or sa 

Judith, 0, fie upon her! hum the witch out of our 
edbspany. 
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Moll. Let's hem her out of Brainford if she get not 
the faster to lA)ndon. 

Mahel. O, no, for Chxl's sake; ratlier hem her out of 
Xiondon, and let licr keep iu Braiiiford still. 

Birth No> you cannot hciu me out of liOriJon. Had 
I known this, your rings should ha’ been poxed ere I 
would ha’ Umched ’em. I wdl take a pair of oars and 
leave you. {EHl. 

Jv^t. Let that ruin of intemperance l>e raked up in 
dust and ashes. And now tell me, if you had raised 
the town, had not the tiles tumbled upon your heads % 
for you sec your wives aie chaste, these gentlemen 
civil; all is but a merriment, all but a May-game : she 
has her diamonds, you sliall have your money ; the 
child is recovered, the false collier discovered ; tliey 
came to Brainford to be merry, you were caught in 
Bird-lime, and therefore set the hare's head against the 
goose-giblets,* put all instruments iu tune, and every 
huslxuid play music upon the lips of his wife, wliilst I 
begin first. 

The three limhamle. Gome, wenches; be't so. 

Moll. Mistress Justiiiiaiio, is't you w’ore ashamed all 
this while of showing your face 1 Is she your wife, 
schoolmaster 'i 

Just. Look you, your schoolmaster has l>een in Fmnce, 
And lost his hair no more Parenthesis now, but Justi- 
niano: I will now play the merchant with you. Look 
not strange at her, nor at me; the story of us both 
shall be as good os an old wife’s tale, to cut off our 
way to London. 

* A phrase signifying to balance things. 

* Here, says Mr. Byce, we must suppose Jostiniano to puU 
off the lidse hair which assisted his disguise; he alludeaito 
the effects the venereal, co*, as it was called, the Frend^ 
disease. 
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Enler Chamberlain. 

How now 1 

Chahi. Alas, sir' the kni^^ht yonder, SirOosHng, has 
almost his throat cut hy poulterers, anti townsmen, and 
tascols; anti all the noise Unit went w’ith him, |>oor fel¬ 
lows, have tlieir fKhlle-c.ises ])ulleJ over their ears. 

Is Sir Gosling hurt? 

Cham. Not much hurt, sir ; l)ut he bleeds like a pig, 
for his crown’s cracked. 

Judith. Then lias hit Ijccn twice cut i’ th’ head since 
we landed, once with a pottle-i>ot, and now with old iron. 

JvAt. Gentlemen, haHten to hi« rescue some, whilst 
others call for oars. 

Onmejt. Away, then, to I^indoii. 

JuxL I'arewx‘11, llrainford. 

Gold that buys ht^alth can never be ill 8]ient, 

Nor hours laid out in harmless merriment. 

SoNO. 

Oars, oars, oars, oars f 
To London hay, to London hay ; 

Hoist up sails, and let’s aw.ay j , 

For the safest bay 
For U8 tci land i« London *'hore.s. 

Oars, oars, oars, oars I 
Quickly shall we get to land, 

If you, if you, if you 
I.ieiid us hut half a hand ; 

O, lend us half a liand ! 


[Ejceunt. 
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H. (iKXKST, iii his Ac'count of tli(‘ 

Sta^<-, f^avrs this outline of tlio plot: 
*(«n‘t iisljif'M liful (’luliMV^oiUfil to siidvioo 
M.'ulH’rry s \vifo, hut witlumt ofl'crt ,—h(i 
had conlrivod to lior wcdiliiig rino from lirr, (Iroiui- 
shicld wihbc's to hr iW(*ngod of licr for her (‘oyuosH, 
for this puqxtsr ho moots horry at AVjm*, and .dfoclM 
not to knoM hiiii. (Jrrni'ihioltl and Koathristoiu* say 
that thoy had lx)lli of thoin boon iiitiinato witli May- 
ficrry's wiio Ma;)lM'iry is at first iiiiu }» onraij^od-dait 
aftcnvards .he is roiivineod (if fns wife's iiiiioeeiice. 
Orccnshield’s wifo pretends to walk in her sleep • she 
gets into Featheistoiai’s nxmi, but n<» harm liupiieiis at 
that time. At tlie euinJusiou, Fcathcrsione is taken in 
to marry a woman of the town. In the fourth Act, 
MayWrry f>a}s to his wdfo; “On with your riding suit, 
and cry Northward Jfoc'” Hence tlie name of the 
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ACT I.— Scene I. 

Eniei' Luke Ghken.shiei.d, with Feathehstone, hooted. 

Ff-athen^tinie. 

RT sure old Maylji^rry inns here to-night ? 

Green. ’Tis certain; the lionest knave 
chamberlain, that Imtli been my informer, 
my bawd, ever since I know Ware, 
oBsuTcs me qf it: and more, Ixdng a I.iOinloner, though 
altogether unacquaiiitc'd, I have rc(]ue8ted his company 
at supper. 

Eeath. Excellent occasion ! how we shall cany our¬ 
selves in this business is only to )>o thought upon. 

Green. Be that my undertaking: if I do* not take a 
full revenge of his wife’s puritanical coyness ! 

Fidh. Suppose it she should Ije cliaste. 

Green. O, hang her! this art of seeming honest makes 
many of our young sons and heirs in the city look so 
like our ’prentices. Chamberlain ! 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Chamh, Here, sir. 

Chreem This honest knave is called Innocence; is’t 
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not a good name for a chamlxjrlain 1 He dwelt ^at 
Dunstable not lung since, and hath brought me and the 
t\yo butclier’s daughters there to interview twenty times, 
and not so little, I protest. How chance you left 
Dunstable, sirrah 1 

Cham. Faith, sir, tho town drooi)ed ever since the 
peace in Ireland. Yi»ur captains ^\ero wont to take 
their loaves of their London pole-cats, (their wenches I 
mean, sir,) at Dun&table , the next niorning, when they 
had broke their fast together, tlio wenclies brought 
thcin^ to llockh‘y-i’-th’-lloh‘; and so the one for Lon¬ 
don, the other for Wost-Chestcr. Your only road now, 
sir, is York, York, sir. 

GrcfU. True, hut jet it conies scant of the prophecy; 
Lincoln w'as, London is, «uid Yoik shall he. 

Chaui Yes, sir, ’tis fulfilled, Yoik shall he, that is, 
it shall he Yoik .still, .Mirelj it uas the meaning of tho 
prophet. Will you ha\e some cray-hsh, an<l a spitch- 
cock 1 

Enter ^lAMiEuitv, with Leij^amont 

Feath, And a fat trout. 

Cham. You shall, mi*. The Londoiiei’s jou wot of. 

[E,cit 

Green, Host kindly welcome : I beseech you hold 
our Ixjldness excused, sir. 

Belt, Sir, it is the health of tra\ cllers to enjoy good 
company : will you walk 1 

Feath. Whither traved j ou, I beseech you ? 

May. To London, sir: we came from Sturbridge. 

Bell. I tell you, gentlemen, I have observed very 
much with being at Sturbridgeit hath afforded me 

* 1 . e. At Sturbridge fa«r. 


^ iselvea). 
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mirth beyond the length of five Latin comcdiea. Here 
should you meet a ‘Norfolk yeoman^ full-but, witli hie 
head able to overturn you, and his pretty wife, that fol. 
lowed him, ready to excuse the ignorant hardness of 
her husband’s forehead; in the goose-market, number 
of freshmen, stuck here and there with a graduate, like 
cloves wuth great heads in a gammon of bacon; here 
two gentlemen making a marriage l>ctween their heirs 
over a woolpack; there a minister’s wife that could 
speak false Latin very lispingly ; hero two in one cor¬ 
ner of a .shop, Londoners, selling their wares, and other 
gentlemen courting their wives j where they take up 
petticoats, you should find scholars’ and townsmen’s 
wives crowding together, while their husbands w'^ re in 
another market busy amongst the oxen,—’twas like a 
camp, for in other countries so many punks do not fol¬ 
low an army : I could make an excellent description of 
it in a comedy. But whither are you travelling, gen¬ 
tlemen ? • 

Featlu Faith, sir, we purposed a dangerous voyage, 
but upon better consideration we altered our course. 

May. May we without oflence partake the ground of it? 

Green. ’Tia altogether trivial, in sooth; but to pass 
away the time till supper I’ll deliver it to you, with pro¬ 
testation before hand, I seek not to publish every gentle¬ 
woman’s dishonour, only by the passage of my discourse 
to have you censure' the state of our quarrel. 

Bell. Forth, sir. 

Green. Frequenting the company of many merchants’ 
wives in the city, my heart by cliance leaped into mine 
eye to affect the fairest but withal the falsest creature 
that ever affection stooped to. 

^ Judge of, decide upon. 

R 


t 

VOL. L 



178 NOftTHWARD HOE. [act L 

May^ Of what rank was she, I beseech you 1 

Feath. Upon your promise of secrecy ? 

Bell, You shall close it up like treasure of your own, 
and yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Qreen. She was, and by report still is, wife to a most 
grave and well-reputed citizen. 

May. And entertained your love ? 

, Green, As meadows do Ajiril. The violence, as it 
seemed, of her affection—but, alas ! it proved her dis¬ 
sembling—would, at my coming and departing, bedew 
her eyes with love-drops; O, she could ^ the art of 
woman most feelingly! 

Bell. Most'feelingly ! 

May. 1 should not have liked that feelingly, had she 
been my %vife. Give us some sack, here; and in faith— 
we are all friends, and in private—what was her hus¬ 
band’s name ^ I’ll give you a carouse, by and by. 

Green. 0, you shall pardon mo his name: it seems 
you are a citizen; it would be discourae enough for you 
upon the Exchange this fortnight, should I tel! his name. 

Bell, Your modesty is this wife’s commendation !— 
On, sir. 

Green. In the passage of our loves, amongst other 
favours of greater value, she bestowed upon me this 
ring, which, she protested, was her husband’s gift. 

May. The j> 08 y, the posy 0 my heart! that ring! 
good, in faith. 

Green. Not many nights ^ coming to her, and being* 
lEUniliar with her- 

May. Kissing, and so forth t 

’ OotJd, —^The old preterite of coii, or eon (keonen) tQ hoow* 

* The motta ’ (Ago.) 
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Green. Ay, sir. 

May, And talking to her feelingly t 

Green, Pox on% I lay with her. 

May, Good, in faith, you are of a good complexion. 

Green. Lying with her, as I say, and rising some¬ 
what early from her in the moniing, I lost this ring 
in her bed. 

May, In my wife’s bed 1 

Feath, How do you, sir? 

May. Nothing.—Let’s liave a lire, chamberlain: I 
think my Iwots have taken water, I have such a shud¬ 
dering.—r th’ you say 1 

Green. Right, air, in Mistress Mayberry’s sheets. 

May. Wa.s her name Mayljerry 1 

Green. Bealirew my tongue for blabbing! I presume 
upon your secrecy. 

May. 0 God, sir! but where did you find your losing^ 

Green. 1 foun<l her falseness,—with this gen¬ 

tleman, who, by his own confession, partaking the like 
enjoyment, found this ring the same morning on her 
pillow, and shamed not in my sight to wear it. 

May. Wliat, did she talk feelingly to him, too ? I 
warrant her husband was forth a’town all this while, 
and he, poor man, travelled with hard ^ggs in’s pocket, 
to save the charge of a Imit; whilst she was at home 
with her plovers, turkey, chickens. Do you know that 
Mayberry 1 

Feath, No more than by name. 

May. He’s a wondrous honest man. Let’s be merry. 
Will not your mistress, gentlemen,—you are tenants in 
eommoD, I take it 1— 


Fecffh, 

Green, 


) 


Yea 
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May, Will not yo\ir mistress make much of her hus¬ 
band when he comes home, as if no such legerdemain 
had been acted 1 

Green. Yes, she hath reason for’t, for in some coun¬ 
tries, where men and women have good travelling 
stomachs, they l)egin with porridge, then they fall to 
capon, or so forth, hut if capon come short of filling 
thpir Ijellies, to their porridge again, ’tis their only 
course; so for our women in England. 

May. This wit taking of long joiimies, kindred that 
comes in o’er the hatch, and sailing to Westminster, 
makes a number of cuckolds. 

Bell. Fip, what an idle quarrel is this; was this her 
ring*? 

Green. Her ring, sir. 

May. A pretty idle toy: would you would take 
money for’t. 


Feafh. 

Green. 





May. The more I look on't, the more I like it. 


Bell. Troth, ’tis of no great value; and considering the 
loss and finding of this ring made breach into your 
friendship, gentlemen, with this trifie purchase his love: 
I can tell you, he keeps a good table. 

Green. What, my mistress’ gift I 

Feaih. Faith, you are a merry old gentleman; Ill 


give you my part iii’t. 

Green. Troth, and mine, with your promise to con¬ 
ceal it from her husband. 


May. Doth he know of it yet? 
Green. No, sir. 
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May^ He shall never, then, I protest: look you, thU 
ring doth lit me passing well. 

Feath, I am glad we have fitted you. 

May. This walking is wholesome: I was a cold even 
now, now I sweat for’t. 

Feath. Shall's walk into the garden, Lukel—Gentle¬ 
men, we’ll down and hasten supper. 

May. Look you, we must be Ijettor acquainted, that's 
all 

Grmi. Most willingly.—ExceJlenl 1 he's heat to the 
proof: let’s withdraw, and give him leave to rave a little 

[Fxaunf Greemhiehl and Feathentone, 

' May. Chamberlain, give us a clean towel. 

Eyifer Chamberlain. 

BeU. How now, manl 

May. I am foolish old Mayberry, and yet I can l)e 
wise Mayberry, too: I’ll to London presently. Begone, 
sir. [Ejcit GhamherlcUn.. 

Bell. How, how. 

May, Nay, nay, Goal’s precious, you do mistake me, 
master Bellamont; I am not distempered; for to know a 
man’s wife is a whore, is to be resolved of it; and to be 
resolved of it, is to make no question of it; and when 
a case is out of questicin,—what was 1 sayung ? 

BelL Why, look you, what a distraction arc you fal¬ 
len into! 

May, If a man be divorced, do you see, divorced 
forma juris, whether may he have an action or no, 
’gainst those that make horns at him % 

Beb. O madness t that the frailty of a woman should 
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make a wise man thus idle! Yet I protest, to my 
understanding, tliis report seems as far from truth, aa 
you from ()atience. 

May. Then am I a fool; yet I can Iw wise, and I 
list,^ too ; what says my wedding ring ? 

BefL Indeed, that breeds some siis]>icion: for the rest, 
most gross and open , for two men lM»th to love your 
wife, botJi to enjoy her bed, and to meet you as if by 
miracle, and, not knowing you, upon no occasion in the 
world, to thmst upon you a discourse of a quarrel, 
with circumstance so dishonest, that not any gentleman 
. but of the country blushing would have published ;— 
ay, and to name you—Do you know them 1 

May. Faith, noAv I remember, I have seen them 
walk mutlled by my shop. 

Be//. Like enough • pray G«kI they do not borrow 
money of us ’twixt Ware and London. Come, strive 
to blow over those clouds. 

May. Not a cloud ; you shall have clean moonshine. 
They liave good smooth looks, the fellows. 

Be//. As jet: they w'ill take up, I warrant you, 
where they may be trusted. Will you be merry f 

May. Wondrous merry: let’s have some sack to 
drown this cuckold; down with him!—w^ondrous merry: 
one word and no more : I am but a foolish tradesman, 
and yet I*U be a wise tradesman. [ExrnnL 


* And if 1 choose. 
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ScKNB II. — A Street 

Enter Doll, led l>eiween Leverpool awl Ciurtlbt ; 
after theniy Philip arrmted, 

Philip. Amwst me ! at whose suit ?—Tom Cliartley, 
Dick Leverpool, stay ; Pm arrested. 

Onines. Arrestcjl'' 

1 Serg. Gentlemen, break not the head of the peace; 
it*B to no puri)Ose, for he’s in the law’s dutches; you 
sec, he’s fanged, 

Doll. Ud’s life, do you stand with your naked wea¬ 
pons in your liand, and df» nothing witli 'em? put on© 
of ’em in''» my fingers, I’ll tickle tlio pirn pie-nosed 
varlets. 

Phil. Hold, Doll.—Thrust not a weapon upon a mad 
woman. Officers, step l>ack into the tavern ; you might 
ha’ ta’en me i’ th' street, and not i’ th’ tavern entry, 
you cannibals. 

2 Serg. We did it for your cre<lit, sir. 

Chart. How much is the debt 1 Drawer, some wine. 

ErUer Drawer. 

1 Serg. Fourscore ]xmnd : can } 0 )U send for bail, sirl 

* 

-OP what will you do 1 we cannot stay, 

Dott. You cannot, you pasty-footed rascals! you will 
stay one day in hell 

PkU. Fourscore pounds draws deep. Farewell, Doll 
Come, aeigeonts, I’ll step to mine uncle not far oll^ 
hereby in Pudding-lane, and he shall bail me; if not^ 

> Chartlay and Leverpool dnw. 
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CharUey, you shall find me playing at span-counter,* 
and so, farewell: send me some tobacco. 

1 Serg. Have an eye to his hands. 

2 Serif. Have an eye to his legs, [^Exeunt, 

Doth Fm as melanclioly now! 

Chart. Villanous, spiteful luck! I’ll hold my life 
some of these saucy drawers betrayed him. 

Dratr^ We, sir! no, by gad, sir, we scorn to have a 
Judas in our company. 

Lever. No, no; ho was dogged in: this is the end of 
all dicing. 

DoU. This is the end of all whores, to fall into the 
hands of knaves. Dniwcr, tie my shoe, prithee; the 
new knot, as thou seest this. Philip is a good honest 
gentleman ; I love him because he’ll spend ; but when 
I saw him on his father’s hobby, and a brace of punks 
following him in a coach, I told him ho would run out. 
Hast done, boy ? * 

Draw. Yes, forsooth: by my troth, you have a dainty 
log. 

Doll. How now, goodman rogue 1 

Draw, Nay, sweet Mistress Doll. 

Doll. Doll! you reprobate: out, you bawd for 8eve4 
years by the custom of the city 1 

Draw. Good Mistress Dorothy, the pox take me if I 
touched your leg but to a good intent, 

Df/U. Prate you ? the rotten-toothed rascal will for 
sixpence fetch any whore to his master’s customers: 
and is every one that swims in a talTata gown lettoce 
for your lips ? Ud’s life, this is rare, that gentlewomen 

' Span^oMUer, was a hoy’s game played with counts 
eottaler, the prison. 
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and drawers must suck at one spiggot. Do you laugh, 
you unseasonable jnickfist t * do you grin 1 

Chart. Away, drawer: hold, prithee, good rogue; 
hold, my sweet Doll: a |K)X n'this swaggering. 

DoU. Pox a’ your guts, your kidneys; mow, hang 
ye, rook. Fm as melancholy now tia Fleet-street in a 
long vocation. 

Lever. Melancholy ’ come, we’ll ha’ some mulled sack. 

DoU. When begins the term ? 

Chart. Wliy? hast any suits to bo tried at West¬ 
minster? 

Doll. My suits, you base rulfian, have been tried at 
Westminster already. So soon as ever the tenn l)egm8, 
I’ll changt my lodging, it stands out a’th way ; I’ll lie 
about Charing-cross, for if there be any stirrings, there 
we shall have ’em : or if some Dutchman would come 
from the States—0, these Flemings pay soundly for 
what thcfy take 1 

Lever. If thou’t have a hslging westward, l)oll, I'll 
fit thee. 


DoR. At Tyburn, wll you not ? a lo<lging of your 
providing! to be called a lieutenant’s,or a captain's 
wench! 0, I scorn to bo one of your low-country 
commodities, I! Is this body made to Ik; maintained 
with provant and dead pay ? no; the mercer must be 
paid, and satin gowns must be ta’en up. 

Chart. And gallon ()ots must be tumbled down. 

DoU. Stay; I have had a plot a breeding in my 
brains,—are all the Quest-houses broken up?^ 


^ perhaps, originally, puff-fist, the /ungM caUed 

pufibaUf aod,metaplu»icdily,emj)ly fellow,scum of the earth. 
’ The boasee in which the nuisance inquests were 
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Lever. Yga, long since: what then ] 

Doll. What then! marry, then is the wind come 
about, and fur those poor wenches that before Christ¬ 
mas fled westward with l>ag and l>aggage come now 
sailing alongst the lee shore with a northerly wind, and 
we that had warnints to lie without the lil>erties come 
now dropping into tlie freedom by owl-light sneakiiigly. 

Chart. But, Doll, Avhat’s the jdot tliou spakest of? 

Doll. Marry, this. (Tentlenien ami tobacco-stinkers, 
and such like, are still buzzing where sweet-meats are, 
like flioA, but they make any flesh stink that they blow 
upon : I will leave those fellows, therefore, in the hands 
of their laundresses. Silver is the king’s stamp ; man 
God’s stamp, and a Avunian is man’s .stamp ; we are not 
current till we pass from one man to another 

Both. Very gcK)d. 

Doll. I will, therefoi-e, take a fair house in the city; 
no matter though it lie a tavern that has blown up hia 
master; it shall Ihj in trade still, for I know divers 
taverns i’ th’ town that have but a w’all between them 
mid n hot-house.^ It shall then l>e given out that 
I’m a gentlewoman of such a birth, such n wealth, have 
had such a breeding, and so forth, and of such a car¬ 
riage, and such qualities, and so forth: to set it off the 
better, old Jack Hornet shall take upon him to be mf 
father. 

Lever. Excellent! with a chain about his neck, and 
so forth. 

Lhll. For that Saint Martin’s and we will talk.^ 1 
know wo shall have gudgeons bite presently; if th^ 
do, boys, you sliall live like knights’ fellows : as occar 
non serves, you shall wear liveries and wait) but when 

^ Bagnio, boose of ill fame. ’ See onla, page 91. 
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gulls are my wind-faUS) you shall be gentlemen and 
keep them company. Seek out Jack Hornet incon- 
^ently. 

Lever. Wo will. Come, Chartley, we’ll play our 
parts, 1 warrant. 

DolL Do so. 

The world’s a stage, from which strange shapes we 
borrow; 

To^ay we are hoiuist, and nink knaves to-morrow. 

[Kjreutit. 


Scene III.— Mayhrrru'H Unuav. 


Enter Maydkuuy, Bellamont, awl a Puentice. 


May. Wi.ifc is your mistress, villain 1 when went 
she abroad 1 

Pren. Abroad, sir! wliy, as soon ns she Wfw uj>, sir. 

May. Up, sir, down, sir ! ho, sir. Master Ikdlainoiit, 
I will tell you a strange secret in nature ; this boy is 
my wife’s Ijawd. 

Bell. 0, fie, sir, fie ^ the 1s>y, he docs not Iwk like 
a bawd ,' lie has no double dun. 

Pi'fm. No, sir, nor my breath does not stink ; I smell 
not of garh^ or acquavit®; I use not to lie drunk wdth 
sack and st^r; 1 swear nut, God damn me if I know 
where the party is, when ’tis a lie, and 1 do know; I 
was never carted, but in harvest. never whipt, but at 
school; never liad the grincomes j never sold one 
' maidenhead ten several times, first to an Englishman, 
then to a Welchman, then to a Dutchman, then to a 
pocky Frenchman: 1 hope, sir, I am no Imwd then. 

May. Tliou art a baboon, and boldest me with tricka, 

^ OrincMue .—Or erineomet, the venereal disease. 
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whilst my wife grafts, grafts: away, trudge, run, search 
her out hy land and by water. 

Pren. Well, sir, the land 1*11 ferret, and after that 
I’ll search her by water, for it may be she’s gone to 
Brainfortl. [E^t, 

May. Inquire at one of mine aunts.' 

ReU. Ono of your aunts ? are you mad ^ 

May. Yea, as many of the twelve companies are, 
troubled, troubled. 

Bell, ril chide you ; go to, I’ll chide you soundly. 

May. 0 Master Bellamont! 

Bell, 0 Master Mayberry! before your servant to 
dance a Lancashire hornpipe' it shews worse to me 
than dancing does to a deaf man that sees not the 
fiddles : 'sfoot, you talk like a player. 

May. If a player talk like a madman, or a fool, or an 
ass, and knows not what ho talks, then I’m one. You 
are a poet, Master Bellamont; I will l)estow a*piece of 
plate upon you to bring my wife upon the stage: would 
not her humour please gentlemen 7 

Bell. I think it would : yours would make gentlemen 
as fat as fools. I would give two pieces of plate to have 
you stand by me when I were to write a jealous man’e 
part. Jealous men are either knaves or coxcombs; be 
you neither: you wear yellow hose without cause. 

May. Without cause, when my mare bears double! 
without cause! 

Bell. And witliout wit 

May. When two virginal‘ jacks skip up, as the key 
of my instrument goes down ! 

' dlmiti.—cant term for a proenrees or prastitnte. 

* A was an instrament of the spinnet kiiid» Khe 



NORTHWARD HOE. 


189 


40. HI.] 

Bell. They are two wicked elders. 

May. When niy wife's ring does smoke for’t, 

Bell, Your wife's ring may deceive you. 

May. O Master llellamont! had it not iMjen my w'ife 
had made mo a cuckold, it should never have grieved me. 

Bell. You wrong her, upon my soul. 

May. No, she wrongs me upon her Ixxly. 

Enter a Sbrvingman, 

Bell. Now, hlue^-lwttlcl what flutter you for, sea-pieT 

St'Tv. Not to catch fish, sir: my young master, your 
son, Master Philip, is taken prisoner. 

Bell. By the Dunkirks P 

Worse , hy catchjKills he's enctwintered. 

Bell. iSha»l 1 never see that prmligal come home 1 

Serr. Yes, sir, if you’ll fetch him out, you may kill 
a calf for him. 

Bell. For how much lies ho 1 

Serr. The debt is fourscore pound: marry, ho charged 
me to tell YOU it was wurscore and ten, so that he lies 
only for the cxld ten iK)und, 

Bell. His<-hild’s part^ shall now b(i paid j this money 
shall l)c his last, and tliis vexation the lilst of mine. 
If you had such a son Master Mayberry! 

May. To such a wife—’twere an exc<jllent <K^uj)le. 

Bell. Release biiii, and release me of much sorrow f 
I will buy a son no more ; go, redeem him. 

[Erit Serrinyman. 

a miall piano: a virgincU^** says Bacon, *'as soon a» 

ever the Jark falleth, and toncheth the stnng, the sound 
ceaseth.”—D yck. 

^ Blue was (he colour appropriated to the Armsies of the 
lowOT oUiees, and especially of aervante. 

* The Dunkirk priTsteers. 

* His portion. 
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Ertier Prentice and Mayberry’s Wife. 

Pnn, Here’s the party, sir. 

May. Hence, and lock fast the doors: now is my prize. 

Pren. If she beat you not at your own weapon, would 
her buckler were cleft iii two pieces. [ExU. 

Bell. I will not have you handle her too roughly* 

May. No, I will, like a justice of peace, grow to the 
point. Arc not you a whore 1 never start; thou art a 
clothworker, find hast turned me. 

Wife. How, sir? into what, sir, have I turned you! 

May. Into a civil buit, into a sober beast, a land-rat, a 
cuckold *. thou art a common iHid-fellow, art not, art notl 

Wife. Sir, this language to me is strange, 

1 understand it not. 

May. O, you study the French now ! 

Wtfe. tiooil sir,---lend me patience ! 

May, I made a sallad of that herbdo’st see these 
flesh hooks ? I could tear out those false eyes, those 
cat’s eyes, that can see m the night; punk, I could. 

Bell. Hear her answer for herself. 

Wife. Gooil Master Dellaniont, 

Let him not do me violence. Dear sir, 

Should any but \ ourself shoot out these names, 

I would put off all female modesty, 

To be reveng'd on him. 

May. Know’st thou this rtngl 
There has been old ruuiimg at the ring since I went 

Wifi. Yes, sir, this ring is mine; he was a v illain, 
That stole it from my hand; he was a villain, 

^ PfMiffiee was the name of an herb. 
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That put it into yours. 

May. They were no villdns, 

When they stood stoutly for me, took your part, 
And, 'stead of colours, fought under my sheets. 

Wife. I know not what you moan. 

May. They lay with thee; I mean plain dealing. 

Wife, With me 1 if ever I hail thought unclean, 
In detestation of your nuptial pillow, 

Let sulphur droji from heaven, ami nail my body 
Dead t<» this earth ’ That slave, that damned fury, 
Whose whijis are in your tongue to torture me, 
Casting un eye unlawful on my cheek, 

Haunted your threshold daily, and threw forth 
All tempting liaits t\hieh lust and eredulons youth 
Apply to our irail sex , but those lieing weak, 

The secfuid siege he laid was in sweet wonls. 

May. And then the hreacli was made. 

Bell. !JJay, nay, hear all. 

Wife. At last he taktjs me sitting at your door, 
Seizes my palm, and, by the charm of oaths 
Back to restore it straight, he woujny hand 
To crown his hngrsr with that hoop of gold. 

I did demand it, but he, mad with mge 
And with desires unbridled, fled, and vow'd 
That ring should me undo; and now Ijelike 
His spells have wrought cm you : but 1 lieseech you 
To dare him to my face, and in mean time 
Deny me bed-room, drive me from your lioard, * 
Disgrace me in the habit of your slave. 

Lodge mt in some discomfortable vault, 

Where neither sun nor moon may touch my sight. 
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Till of this slandtT I my soul acquite. 

Bell Guiltless, upon my soul. 

May. Troth, so think 1. 

I now draw in your bow, as I before 
Suppos’d they drew in mine: my stream of jealousy 
Eblxs back again, and 1 that like a horse 
Ran blind’fold in a mill, all in one circle, 

Yet thought 1 hml gone fore-right, now spy my error. 
Villains, you have abus’d me, and I vow 
Sharp vengeance on your heads. Drive in your tears ; 
I take your word y’are honest, which good men, 

Ver}' g(K)tl men, will scarce do to thoir wives. 

I will bring homo these scrjients, and allow them 
The heat of mine own Ixisom : wife, I charge you, 

Set out your ’haviours towards tlicm in such colours 
As if you had l)f»on their whore; I’ll have it so. 

I’ll candy r>’er my wonls, and sleek my brow, 

Entreat ’em that they would not [X)int at me, 

Nor mock my horns : with this ami I’ll embrace ’em, 

Ami witli this-go to! 

Wife. O, we shall have niunler ’ you kill my heart. 
May. No, I will shed no blood; 

But I will he reveng’d ; they that do wrong 
Teach others way to right. I’ll fetch my blow 
Fair and afar off, and, as fencers use, 

Though at the foot 1 strike, the head I’ll bruise. 

Bell. I’ll join with you; let’s walk—0, here’s my son I 

Etiter Phiuf ami Skrvinoman. 

Welcome ashore, sir: from whence come you, prayf 
Fhii, From the house of prayer and fasting, the 
Counter. 
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* BelL Art not thou ashamed to be seen como out of a 
prison ? 

Phil, No, God’s my judge; but I was ashamed to 
go into prison. 

Bell, I am told, sir, that you spend your credit and 
your coin upon a light woman. 

Phil. I ha' seen light gold, sir, [lass away amongst 
mercers, 

BpU. And that you have laid thirty or forty pounds 
upon her back in taffata gowns, and silk p(;ttic(>ats. 

Phil, None but tailors will say so : I ne'er laid any¬ 
thing u|iM[)n her back. I confess 1 took u[) a [letticoat 
and A raised fore-part for her ; but who has to do with 
thatl 

May. Maii'j, that has everyIxsiy, Master Pliilip, 

Bell. Leave her company, or leave me, for she’s a 
woman of an ill name. 

Phil. Her name is Dorothy, sir; I hope that's no ill 
name. • 

Bell, Wliat is she t what wilt thou do with her t 
Phil, 'Sblood, sir, what does ho with her! * 

Bell. Do’st mean to marry lier 1 of wliat birth is she 1 
what are her comings in 1 what docs she live upon 7 
Phil. Rents, sir, rents, she lives uf>on her rents, and 
I can have her 1 
Bell. You can t 

PkU, Nay, father, if destiny dog me, I must have 
her. You have often told me the nine muses are all 
women, and you deal with them; may not 1 the better 
be allowed one than you so many? Look you, Mir, 
the northern man loves white-meats, the southern man 

* * > L e. What does Mayberry do with Ms wtftb 
VOL. L O 
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Ballads, the Essex man a calf, the Kentish man a wag¬ 
tail, the Lancashire man on egg-pic, the Welchman 
leeks and cheese, and your Londoners raw mntton; so, 
father, God b’ ye, I was born in London. 

Bell Stay, look you, sir: as he that lives upon sal- 
lads without mutton feeds like an ox, (for he eats grass, 
you know,) yet rises as hungry os an ass; and as he 
that makes a dinner of leeks will have lean cheeks: so 
thou, foolish Londoner, if nothing but raw mutton can 
diet thee, l(X)k to live like a fool and a slave, and to die 
like a beggar, and a knave. Come, Master Mayberry. 
Farewell, boy. 

Ph%l. Farewell, father snot.' Sir, if I have her. I'll 
spend more in mustard and vinegar in a year than both 
you in beef. 

Both. More saucy knave thou. \Exeunt. 


ACT II.— Scene I, 


Enter lIoRKBT, Doll ; Leverpool and Chartlby, 
like Servingmen. 

Hornet. 

M I like a fiddler’s base viol, new set up, in 
a good case, boyst is’t neat, is it terse! 
am I handsome, ha! 

Onines. Admirable, excellent! 

Dcill. An under sheriff cannot cover a knave more 
cunningly. 

loner. 'Sfoot, if he should come before a ohur^- 

1 Aside. 
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warden, he would make him pew-fellow with a loid^e 
stewatd at least 

Hor, If 1 had but a staff in my hand, fools would 
think I were one of Simon and Jude’s* gentlemen 
ushers, and that my apparel were hired. They say 
three tailors go to the making up of a man, but I’m sure 
I had four tailors and a half went to the making of me 
thus: this suit, though it ha’ been canvassed well, yet 
’tis no law suit, for ’twas desjmtchcd sooner than a 
posset on a wedding night. 

DoU, Why, I toll thee, Jiick Honiet, if the devil 
and all the brokers m I^mg-lane^ ha«l rilled their wartl. 
rolie, they would ha’ Ijcen damned liefore they had 
fittc'd thee thus. 

Hoi\ Pin.k, I shall simple father for you. How 
does my chain show, now' I w'alk ? 

Doll. If thou wert hung in chains, thou couldst not 
show better. 

C%a[/Y.*But how set our blue coats on our backs ? 
D(AL As they do upon bankroiit retainers’ liocks at 
Saint George’s feast in I/>ndon : but at Westminster, it 
makes ’em sconi the hulge of their occufiatioii: there 
the bragging velurt'-canioncd * hobby-horses jirance up 
and down, as if some a’ the tilters hiirl ridden ’em. 

Hor. Nay, ’sfoot, if they Iks liankrouts, ’tis like some 
have ridden ’em; and thereup^m the citizen’s proverb 
rises, when he says, he trusts to a broken staff. 

D6U, Hornet^ now you play my father, take heed 
you he not out of your part, and shame your adopted 

daughter* 

> Old Lord Mayoris day. 

• * Leog-lane,West Smithdeld.then anOldClotbes repository 
^ Vdum, Frmeh, rsfoiev, velvet. 
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Hor, I will look gravely, Doll, (do you see, boys ?) 
like the foreman of a jur}', and speak wisely, like a 
Latin schoolmaster, and be surly and dogged and proud, 
like the keeper of a prison. 

Lerer. You must lie horribly, when you talk of your 
lands. 

Hor. No shopkeeper shall outlie me, nay, no fencer: 
when I hem, Ijoys, you shall duck ; when I cough and 
spit gobbets, Doll- 

DoU. The pox vshidl be in your lungs, Hornet. 

Hor. No, Doll, those with their high shoes shall 
tread me out. 

DoU. All the lessons that I ha’ pricked out for ’em 
is, when the wtnithercock of my lx>dy turns towartls 
them, to stand bare. 

Hor. And not to be saucy, as servingmen are. 

(Jhart. Come, come, we ai*e no such creatures as you 
take us for. 

Doll. If we have but good draughts in my peter-boat, 
fresh salmon, you sweet villains, shall he no meat with 
us. 

Hor. ’Sfoot, nothing moves my choler but that my 
chain IS copper; but ’tis no matter: better men than 
old Jack Hornet have rode up Holbom with as bad a 
thing about their nocks as this: your right whiffler^ 
indeed hangs himself in Saint Martin’s,^ and not in 
Clieapside.* 

Doll. Peace, somebody rings! run, both, whilst he 

^ Whiffler was, of old, strictly a person who cleared the 
way in a proc^ion, and especially mera (whifflers, whiffers, 
from whir, a putf of wind). The term was also used, as now, 
for tnfliing, fantastical fellows, mere empty puffii. 

* Sami Jtartin*9. See note, p. 91. 

* Cheapside was long in repute for its tflk inMreen, linen 
drapers, and hosiers.-^uinfiifOHAM’s H, B. tf London. 
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has the rope iri^s hand ; if it be a prize, halo him, if a 
man a* war, blow him up, or hang him out at the iiiain- 
yard'u end. [Exeunt LererjHHtl amt Charitey} 

Hot, But what ghosts, (—hold uj), my fine girl,—) 
what ghosts haunt thy house ? 

£)/;// O, why, divers. I have a clothier's factor or 
two, a grocer that would fain pepjjcr me, a Welch cap¬ 
tain that lays hard siege, a DuU-h merehant that would 
ejwjiul all that he’s able to make i’ th’ Low Countries 
but to take measure <jf my ILillaiul sheets when I lie 
in ’em—I hear trampling ; ’tis my Flemish hoy. 

Enter LEVEiiroui., CiiAUTUKY, amt HaNh Van Bblch. 

Ham, Dar is vor you, and vor you, een, 1 .vea, drie, 
vier, an<i vive skilling, drinks skcllum upsie freijse, 
nempt,^ data, vor driuck gelt. 

Lcvcc. Till our crowns enick again, IMastcr Hans 
Van Belch. 

Ham, How ia’t met you, how is’t, vrol vrolick?* 

Dolt. lek vare well, Chxl dankc you: nay, I’m an 
apt scholar, anti can lake. 

Ham. Patt ia godl j datt is gof>d. Ick can neat stay 
long, for Ick heh cn skip come now upon de valor. O 
mine schonen* vro, we sail dance lanteera teera, and 
«uig Ick drincks to you min htjer van—What man is 
dat, vro? 

Hot, Nay, pray, sir, om 

Ham. 'N^hiat hondafoot is dat, Dorothy ? 

Doll. Tis my father. 

Ham. Gott’s aacmment* your vatler! why seyghen 

^Sapplied by Mr. I^eeC 

« Wonuui. JoUy. 


* Nthnuiif "take." 

* Schone, "pretty.” 
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you niet^ so to me? Mine heart, ’tis mine all great 
desire to call you mine vader ta, for Ick love dis schonen 
vro your dochterkiii. 

Hor. Sir, you^re weJcome in the way of honesty. 

Ham. Ick bedauck you: Ick heb so ghe founden 
vader. 

Hor. What's your name, I pray 1 

Ham. Min nom bin Hans Van Belch. 

Hor. Hans Van Belch ! 

Ham. Yau, yau, 'tis so, 'tis so; de dronken man is 
alteet remember me. 

Hor. Do you play the merchant, son Belcli 1 

Ha^is. Yau, va<ler. led heb de skip swim now upon 
de vater: if you endouty, go up in de little skip dat go 
so, and be jiulled up to Wapping. Ick sail bear you on 
my back, and hang you about min neck into min groet 
skip. 

Hor. He says, Doll, ho would have thee to Wapping, 
and hang thee. 

l}oll. No, father, I understand him: but, Master 
Hans, I would not bo seen hanging about any man's 
neck, to be counted his jewel, for any gold. 

Hor. Is your father living, Master Hans ? 

Ham. Yau, yau, min vader heb schonen husen’^ in 
Ausburgh; groet min heer^ is mine voder's broder: mine 
vader hob land, and bin full of fee, dat is, beasts, cattle. 

Chari, He*s lousy, belike, 

Hans. Min vader bin de grotest fookei^in all Ausbuigh. 

DoU, The greatest what? 

Lever. Fooker, he says. 

Doll, Out upon him. 

^ Said you not. * Fine houses. 

* Gentleman. * Fokker, Dutch, ^'breeder of cattle,” 
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* Ham. Yau, yau, fooker is en groet min her, he’s en 
eldeiman van^ city. Got’a sacrament, wat is de clock! 
Ick met stay. 

Hot. Callhis watch before you, if you can. [AwaJlck, 

Doll, Hero’s a pretty thing I do these wheels spin 
up the hours 1 what’s a clock! 

Ham Acht, yau, ’tis acht.* 

DoU. We can hear neither clock nor jack going; we 
dwell in such a place, that 1 fear I sliali never find the 
way to church, because the bells hang so far: such a 
watcli as this would make me go down with the lamb 
and be up with the lark. 

Ham. Seghen you so, dor it to. 

Doll. O, iic, I do but jest, for in truth 1 could never 
abide a watch. 

Ham. Gott’s sacrament, Ick uiet heb it any more. 

[Extl Leverpool. 

Doll.^ Another peal! Good father, launch out this 
Hollander. 

Hor, Come, Master Belch, I will bring you to the 
water-side, perhaps to Wapping, and there I'll leave you. 

Ham. Ick bedanck you, voder. \Exeuntt 

Doll, They say whores and bawds go by clocks, but 
wliat a Manasscs is this to buy twelve hours so dearly, 
and then be begged out of ’em so easily ! He’U bo out 
at heels shortly sure, for he’s out about the clocks^ 
already. 0 foolish young man, how doest thou spend 
thy time! 

Elder Lbvkbpool firsts then Allum and Chabujiy. 

Lener. Your grocer. 

^ Of the. * Eight. 


’ i.e. of the stockings. 
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Dolt Nay, *sfoot, then I’ll change my tune.—I may 
cause such leaden-heeled rascals—Out of my sight!—A 
knife, a knife, I say !—0, Master Allum, if you love a 
woman, drjiw out your knife, and undo me, undo me ! 

Alt Sweet Mistress Dorothy, what sliould you do 
with a knife? it’s ill meddling with edge tools. What’s 
the matter, masters ? Knife ! God bless us. 

Leimr, ’Sfoot, what tricks at noddy' are these ? 

Dolt O, I shall burst, if I cut not my lace, I'm so 
vext! My father he’s nd to court about a matter of a 
thousand pound weight: and one of his men, like a 
rogue as lie is, is rid another way for rents ; I looked 
to have had him up yesterday, and ui) to day, and yet 
he shows not his head ; sure he’s run away, or robbed 
and run through. And here was a scrivener but even 
now, to put m}^ fatlier in mind of a bond that will }ye 
forfeit this night, if the money be not paid, Master 
Allum, Such cross fortune ! 

Alt How mucli is the bond ? • 

Chart, 0 rare little villain! 

Dolt My father could take up, upon the bareness of 
his word, five hundred pound, and five too. 

Alt "V^at is the debt ? 

Dolt But he scorns to be—and I scorn to be— 

Alt Prithee, sweet Mistress Dorothy, vex not; how 
much is it ? 

DoU, Alas, Master Allum, ’tis but poor fifty pound I 

Alt If that be all, you shall upon your word take 
up so much with me ; another time I’ll run as far in 
your books. 

' Leverpool plays on the double meaning of the word 
noddy, which signifies both a game at cards and a fooL— 
I>rcE. 
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Doll. Sir, I know not how to repay this kindneaa; 
but when my fatlier— 

AIL Tush, tusli, ’tis not worth tlie talking; just 
fifty pound ! when is it to be paid ? 

Doll. Between one and two. 

Level'. That^s we three. 

All. Let one of your men go along, and I'll send 
your fifty pound. 

Doll. You so land me, sir!—Go, sirrah—Master Alluni, 
I ha’ some quinces l»rought from our house i’ th’ eoun* 
try to preserve: when shall have any good sugar 
come over ? The wars in Barhary make sugar at such 
an excessive rate, you i)ay sweetly now, I warrant, sir, 
do you not 1 

All You hall have a whole chest of sugar, if you 
])lea8c. 

Doll. Nay, by my faith, four or five loaves will Ikj 
enough, and I’ll pay you at my first child, ^lasUir Alliim, 

All. Content, i’ faith: your man shall bring all 
under one. I’ll borrow a kiss of you at parting. 


Enter Cai*tain Jenkins. 


DoU. You shall, sir ; I Ixirrow more of you. 

[Exeunt AUum ami Leverjfool. 

CharU Save you, captain. 

DoU, Welcome, good Captain Jenkins. 

Capt^ What is he, a barber-surgeon, that drest your 
lips sol 

Doll. A barber! he’s my tailor: 1 bid him measure 
how high he would make the standing collar of my new 
tafibta gown before, and he, as tailors will be saucy and 
lickerish, laid me o’er the lips. 
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Capt. Uds bloody Ill lay him ’cross Upon his coxcomb 
next day. 

Doll. You know ’tis not for a gentlewoman to stand 
with a knave for a small matter^ and so I would not 
strive with him, only to l)e rid of him. 

Capt. If 1 take master prick-louse ramping so high 
again, by tbi.s iron, which is none a’ God’s angel, I’ll 
make him know how tt) kiss your blind cheeks sooner. 
Mistress Dorothy Hornet, I would not have you be a 
hornet to lick at cowsherds, but to sting such shreds of 
rascality : will you sing A tailor shall have me, niy joy? 

Doll, Captain, Ill l>e led by you in any thing; a 
tailor, foh ! 

Capt. Of what stature or size have you a stomach to 
have your husband now ? 

Doll. Of the meanest stature, captain; not a size 
longer than yourself nor shorter. 

Capt. By God ’tis well said; all your beet captains 
in the Low Countries aiti no taller as I: but why of 
my pitch, Mistress Doll ? 

Doll, Because your smallest arrows fly farthest Ah, 
you little hard-favoured villain, but sweet villain! 1 

love thee because thou’t draw a my side: hang the 
rogue that will not flght for a woman! 

Capt, Dds blood, and hang him for urse^ than a rogue 
that will slash and cut for an oman, if she be a whore. 

Ddl. Prithee, good Captain Jenkins, teach me to 
speak some Welch : methinks a Welchman’s tongue is 
the neatest tongue— 

Caqit, As any tongue in the arid, unless Cm ma 
orees,^ that’s arse. 

> Worse. * The Irish Ora ma chn. 
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* Dell. How do you say: I love you witli all my heart 1 

Capi. Mi cara whee^ en hellm. 

Doll, Mi cara ichj^y m kell-houn^l. 

Capt. Hell-hound ! O in on dieu ! Mi cara en 
hellm. 

Doll, Of 7in cara tehee, en hellm, 

Capt O, an* you went to writin^'-school twenty score 
year in Wales, liy Sesu, you cannot have Inittor utter¬ 
ance for Welch. 

Doll. Come tit me, come tat me, come throw a kiss 
at me—how is that! 

Capt. By gad, I know not what your tit-mea and tat- 
nies are, but mee uatha,—’s blooii, I know what kisses 
be as well as 1 know a Wclcli hook. If you will go 
down with Shropshire carriers, you shall have Welch 
enough in your pellies forty weeks. 

Doll. Say, captain, that I shun Id follow your colours 
into your/country, how should I fare there t 

Ckqjt Fare! by Sesu, O there is the most abomin¬ 
able^ seer,^ and wider silver pots to drink in, and softer 
peds to lie upon and do our necessary pusiness, and 
fairer houses, and i>arks, and holes for conies, and more 
money, besides toasted seese^ and butter-milk in North 
Wales, diggon,^ Viesides harps, and Welch frieze, and 
goats, and cow-heels, and metheglin. Ouh! it may be set 
in the keraicles.^ Will you march thither 1 

Doll, Not with your Shropshire carriers, captain. 

Ce^, Will you go witli Captaiu Jenkin, and see his 
cousin Madoc ap an Jenkin tliere? and 1*11 run head- 

' IJQed here in a favourable sense. * Cheer. * Cheese. 

^ Welsh, “ enough, sufficiency.** * Chronicles. 
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longs by and by, and batter away money for a new 
coach to jolt yon in. 

Doll. Bestow your coach upon me, and two young 
white marcs, and you shall see how I’ll ride. 

Capt. Will you? by all the leeks that are worn on 
Saint llavy’s day, I will buy not only a coach with four 
wheels, but also a white mare and a stone horse too, 
because they shall traw you very lustily, as if the devil 
were in their arses. 

Mi'cfs Philip, 


Hr»w now, more tailors ? 

Phil. How, sir, tailors ! 

DoU. O, good Captain, ’tis my cousin ! 

Capt. Is he? I will cousin you then, sir, too, one day. 
Phil. I hope, sir, then to cozen you too. 

Capt. By gad I hobc so. Farewell, Sidanen.^ [Exit. 


Enter Lbvbrpool, ai another door. 

Lever. Here’s both money and sugar. 

Doll. 0 sweet villain ! set it up. 

[Exity ami re-enter presently^ 

Phil. ’S foot, what tame swaggerer was this 1 met^ 
Doll? 

Doll. A captain, a captain ) but hast scaped the Dun* 
kirks,* honest Philip? Philip-rials are not more wel¬ 
come : did thy father pay the shot 7 

^ SidaMn. —** Sidanen, s. f. dim. (sidon) that is silken, <ox 
made of silk. It is the name of bxx old tune; also cut tpithU 
/or a fine woman/ and has been applied particolarly to (^eeo 
jBhsabeth.’’—O wex’s Didwnatry of (he Welch Languafft. 

^ The Dunkirk privateers. 
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Phil, He paid that shot, and then shot pistoleta into 
my pocket: hark, wencli; chink, chink, 

Makes the punk wanton, and the bawd to wink. [Capers, 

Chart, 0 rare music ! 

Leoer, Heavenly consort,' better than old Moone’s! 

Phil. But wdiy, why, Doll, go these two like l)eadlea 
in blue 1 ha ? 

Doll, Tliere’s a moral in tliat. Fleji off your skins, 
you precious caiinil^ils. O, that the Welch captain 
were hero again, and a drum with him! I could march 
now, ran, tan, tan, tara, ran, tan, ttui. Sirrah Philip, 
has thy father any plate m's house ? 

Phil, Enough to set up a goldsmith's shop. 

Doll, Can’st not borrow some of it 1 Wo shall have 
guests to-morrow or next day, and I would eerv c the 
hungry ragamullins in plate, though 'twere none of mine 
own. 

Phil, I ^lifdl hardly borrow it of him, but I could 
get one of mine aunts to l>cat the bush for me, and she 
might get the bird. 

Doll, Why, prithee, let me Ijo one of thine aunts,* 
and do it for me then: as Pm virtuous and a gentle¬ 
woman, I’ll re.store. 

Phil, Say no more: 'tis done. 

Doll, What manner of man is tliy father ? 's foot, I’d 
fain see the witty monkey, because thou sayest he's a 
poet. I’ll tell thee what I'll do. Leverpool or Chart- 
ley shall, like my gentleman-usher, go to him, and say 
such a lady sends for him about a sonnet or an epitaph 
for her child that died at nurse, or for some device 


* Colieert. * A cant term for a woman of bad oharacter 
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about a mask or so; if he comes, you shall stand in *a 
comer, and see in what state 1*11 bear myself: he does 
not know me, nor my lodging 1 

Phil, No, no, 

Doll. Is’t a match, sirs ? shall’s be merry with him 
and his muse ? 

Omrm, Agreed; any scaffold to execute knavery upon. 

Doll. I’ll send then my vant-courier presently; in 
the mean time march after the captain, scoundrels. 
Come, hold me up ; 

Look how Sabrina sunk i’ th* river Severn, 

So will we four be drank i’ th* Shipwreck Tavern. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Enter IIellamont, Mayberry, ami Mistress 

Mayberry. 

I 

May. Come, wife, our two gallants will l>e here pre¬ 
sently. I have promised them the best of entertain¬ 
ment, with protestation never to reveal to thee their 
slander. I will have thee l>ear thyself as if thou madest 
a feast upon Simon and Jude’s day to country gentle* 
women that came to see the pageant:^ bid them ex¬ 
tremely welcome, though thou wish their throats cut; 
’tis in fashion. 

Wife. O God 1 I shall never endure them. 

Bell. Endure them! you are a fool. Make it your 
case, as it may be many women’s of the freedom, that 
you had a friend in private, whom your husband should 
lay to his bosom, and he in requital should lay his wile 

^ The Lord Mayor’s show. 
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to^his bosom; what treads of the toe, salutations by 
winks, discourse by bitings of the lip, amorous glanocs, 
sweet stolen kisses, when your husband's Ixick’s turned, 
would pass between you! llcar yourself to Greensbield, 
as if you did love him for affecting you so entirely, not 
taking any notice of his journey: they’ll put more tricks 
upon you. You told me, Greensbield means to bring 
his sister to your house, to have her Iward here. 

May. Bight. She's some cracked demi-culvorin that 
hath miscarried in service: no matter though it be 
some charge to me for a time, I care not. 

Wife. Lord, was there ever such a hiis])and ! 

May. Wliy,wouldest thou have me suffer their tongues 
to run at large in ordinaries and cockpits 7 Though 
the knaves d ^ lie, I tell you. Master llellamont, lies 
that come from stem looks and satin outsides, and gilt 
rapiers also, will Ije put up and go for current. 

Bell. Bi^ht, sir; 'tis a small spark gives fire to a 
beautiful woman's discredit. 

May. I will therefore use them like informing knaves 
in this kind; make up their mouths with silver, and 
after be revenged upon them. 1 was in doubt I should 
have grown fat of late : an’ it were not for lawsuits and 
fear of our wives, wo rich men should grow out of all 
compass. They come. 


Enter Greensbield ami Feaiiierstone. 


My worthy friends, welcome: look, my wife's colour 
rises already, 

Qrem, You have not mode her acquainted witib the 
diseofexy t 
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May, 0, by no means! ye see, gentlemen, the afifet:* 
tion of an old man: 1 would fain make all whole again. 
Wife, give entertainment to our new acquaintance: 
your lips, wife; any woman may lend her lips without 
her husband's privity, 'tis allowable. 

Wif^, You are very welcome. I think it be near 
dinner time, gentlemen: I’ll wilP the maid to cover, 
and return presently, {Exit. 

Bell. God’s precious, why doth she leave them ? 

May. 0,1 know her stoniacli: slic is but retired into 
another chamber, to ease her heart with crying a little. 
It hath ever been her humour; she hath done it five or 
six times in a day, when courtiers have been here, if any¬ 
thing hath been out of order, and yet, every return, 
laughed and been as merry. And how is it, gentlemen 1 
you arc well acquainted with this room, are you not ? 

Green. I had a delicate banquet once on that tabic. 

May, In good time: but you are better acquainted 
with my bed-chamber. 

Bell. Were the cloth-of-gold cushions set forth at 
your entertainment! 

Feafk, Yes, sir. 

May, And the cloth-of-tissue vallance ! 

Feath, They are very rich ones. 

May [asitle]. God refuse me, they are lying rascals 1 
I have no such furniture. 

Green, I protest it was the strangest, and yet withal 
the happiest fortune, that we should meet you two at 
Ware, that ever redeemed such desolate actions. I 
would not wrong you again for a million of Londons. 




1 FTiff—bid, 
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May, Ko ? Do you want any money 1 or if you bo 
in debt, (I am a hundred pound i’ th’ sulisidy,)^ com¬ 
mand me. 

FecUh, Alas, good gentleman 1 Did you ever read of 
the like patience in any of your ancient Homans 1 

Bell, You see what a sweet face in a velvet cap can 
do; your citizen’s wives are like partridges, the hens 
are better than the cocks. 

FecUh. I believe it in troth: sir, you did observe 
how the gentlewoman could not contain herself, when 
she saw us enter 1 

Bell. Right. 

FecUh, For thus much 1 must speak in allowance of 
her modesty; when 1 had her most private she would 
blush extrenely. 

Bell, Ay, I warrant you, and ask you if you would 
have such a great sin lie upon your conscience as to lie 
with anot^ier man’s wife ? 

FecUh. In troth she would. 

Bell. And tell you there were maids enough in Lon¬ 
don, if a m§n were so viciously given, whose portions 
would help them to husbands, though gentlemen gave 
the first onset. 

FecUh. You are a merry old gentleman in faith, sir: 
mudi like to this was her language. 

Bell. And yet clip you with as voluntary a bosom, aa 
if she had fallen in love with you at some Inns-a-court 
revels, and invited you by letter to her lodging. 

FecUh. Your knowledge, sir, is perfect without any 
information. 

^ i.«e. He was assessed to that amount fmr the subsidy, or 
oompubocy kMuo, then raising in the csity for James L 

TOL L F 
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May, I’ll go see what my wife is doing, gentle-* 
men: when my wife entecs, shew her this ring, and 
’twill quit all suspicion. [Exit 

Feaih, Dost hear, Luke G^enshield 1 will thy wife 
be here presently 1 

Green. I left niy boy to wait upon her. By this 
light, I think God provides; for if this citizen had not 
put of his overjdus of kindness protferecl her her diet 
and lodging under the name of my sister, I could not 
have told what shift to have made, for the greatest part 
of iny money is revolted; wo’JI make more use of him. 
The whoreson rich innkeeper of Doncaster, her father, 
shewed himself a rank ostler, to send her up at this 
time a year, and by the carrier too; ’twas but a jade’s 
trick of him. 

Feath. But liave you instructed her to call you brother! 

Green. Yes, and she’ll do it. 1 left her at Bosoms 
Inn she’ll be here presently. 

Enter Maybbrry. 

Mity. Master Gn^enshield, your sister i%come; my 
Avife is entertaining her: by the mass, 1 liave been upon 
her lips already. 

Enter Mistress Mayberry and Kate.* 

Lady, you are welcome. Ix>ok you. Master Grcenshield, 
because your sister is newly come out of the fresh air, 
and that to be pent up in a narrow lodging here i* th* 
city may offend her health, she shall lodge at a gaiden- 

^ Bosoms /fiH.—In Lawrenoe-lane, Gbeapeide, an old oor* 
ruption of Blossoms Inn. i 

’ Sapplied by Mr. l^oa. 
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house of miae in Moorficlds, where^ if it ]>lea8e you and 
my worthy friend here to bear her. company, your 
eeveral loilgings and joint commons, to the jKK)r ability 
of a citizen, shaU be provided. 

Feath. O God, sir. 

May. Na.y, no compliment; your loves command iU 
Shall’s to dinner, gentlemen t Come, Master Bellnmont. 

[Exount Maylterry and RcIfatnonK 

Grem. HI be the gentlenmii-usher to this fair lady.' 

Here is your ring, Mistress: a thousand times,-* 

and would have willingly lost my Ijest of maintenance 
that I might liavc found you lialf so trsctable. 

Wifr. Sir, T am still myself. 1 know not by what 
moans you have grown upon my husband : be much 
deceived in you, I take it. Will you go jnto dinner ? 0 
GckI, that I might have my will of him, and it were 
not for my husband, Td scratch out his eyes jiresently. 
• ^ f Kjrmnt. 

FeafJi. Welcome to London, lK)nny Mistress Kate; 
thy husband little dreams of the fannliarity that hath 
passed between thee and I, Kate. 

Kede. No matter if he did. He ran away from me, 
like a ba,se slave as he was, out of Yorkshire, and pro- 
tended he would go the Island voyage since, 1 ne’er 
heard of him till witliiii this fortnight. Can the world 
condemn me for entertaining a friend, that am used so 
like an. infidel 7 

Feath. I think not: but if your husband knew of 
this, he’d be divorcerl. 


1 The old copy makes this a part of Mayberry’s speech, 
but it evidentlv belongs to Greensbield.— Ihrcie. 

* 'yiere is a break here; the words wanting are probably 
some such aa ** 1 have thought on you.” ^ 

’ That against Hispanidbs, li!^.—Dvcs. 
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* 

Kate* He were an ass, then. No wise men should 
deal by their wives as the sale of onlnonce passcth in 
Kngland : if it break the first discharge, the workman 
is at the loss of it; if the second, the merchant and the 
workman jointly ; if the third, the merchant: so in our 
cose, if a woman prove false the first year, turn her 
u^on her father’s neck, if the second, turn her home 
to her father, but allow her a portion ; but if she hold 
pure metal two year and fly to several pieces in the 
third, repair the ruins of her honesty at your charges. 
For the l^st piece of ordnance may be cracked in the 
casting, and for women to have cracks and flaws, alas! 
they are born to them. Now, 1 have held out four 
year. Doth my husband do any things about London 1 
doth he swagger? 

Feath. O, as tame as a fray in Fleet-street, when 
thei-e are nobody to jairt them. 

KaJte. I ever thought so. Wo have notable, valiant 
fellows about Doncaster; they’ll give the lie and the 
stab both in an instant, 

Feath, You like such kind of manhood best, Kate. 

Kate. Yes, in troth; for I think any woman that 
loves her friend had rather have him stand by it than 
lie by it. But, 1 pray thee, tell me why must I be 
quartered at this citizen’s gardendiouse, say you t 

Feaih. The discourse of that will set thy blood on 
fire to be revenged on thy husband’s forehead piece. 

Elite*' Bellahont ami Mistress I^Iatbsrrv. 

Wife. Will you go in to dinner, sir ? 

KatK Will you lead the way, forsooth ? 

Wife. No, sweet, forsooth, well follow you. [Exemt 
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* A'o/e ami Feathcr^tmve.Y 0 Master Bellamont, as ever 
you took pity upon the simplicity of a poor abused 
gentlewoman, will you tell me one thing 1 
Bf'Il, Anytliing, sweet Mistress Mayberry. 

Wife. Ay, but will you do it faitlifully ^ 

Dell, As I respect your acquaintance, I shall do it. 
Wife. Tell me, then, I be-seech you, tlo not you think 
this minx is some naughty pack whom my husband 
hatli fallen in love with, and means to kee]> under my 
nose at his garden-hoii‘*o 

Bell. No, upon my life is she not. • 

Wf/e. 0,1 cannot >>elieve it. I know by her eyes she 
is not honest. Why should my hiisbaml prolfcr them 
such kindnc'w, that have abused liim and mo s) in- 
tolemble ? and w'ill not suffer me to speak—th^To^s 
the bell < .I't—not suffer me to speak ? 

Bell. Fie, fie ’ ho doth that like a usurer that will 
use a man with all kindness, that ho may bo careless of 
paying his money upon his day, and afterwards take 
the extremity of the forfeiture. Your jealousy is idle: 
say this were true; it lies in the lK).som of a sweet wife 
to draw her husban<l from any loose irafMPwfectifin, from 
wenching, from jealousy, from covettjusnesH, from crab- 
be^lness, which is the oldmian’s common disease, by her 
politic yielding. She may do it from craljbedness; for 
example, I ha’ie known as tough blades as any are in 
England broke upon a feather Iwjd. Come to dinner. 
Wife. I'll be ruled by you, sir, for you are very like 
mine uncle. 

Beil. Suspicion works more mischief, grows more 
strong, 

To sever cliaste l>eds than apparent wrong. [Exeunt. 

* Supplied by Mr. Dyce. * i. e. His country house. * 
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ACT III.—SCBNE 1. * 

Emiei' Doll, Cuartlsy, Levkupool, and Philip. 

PhU, Come, my little punk) with thy two compos¬ 
itors^ to this unlawful ]>aiiiting>house, thy pounders^ a* 
my old poetical dad will be here presently. Take up 
thy state m this chair, and bear thyself iis if thou wert 
talking to thy ’poticary after the receipt of a purgation: 
look scurvily uik>u him ; sometimes be merry, and stand 
upon thy pantofles,-'* like a new-elected scavenger. 

Doll. And by and ))y melancholic, like a tilter that 
hath broke his staves'* foul before his mistress. 

Phil. Kiglit, for he takes thee to be a woman of a 
great count. |Iark ! upon my life he’s come.^ 

Doll. See who knocks. Thou shalt see me make a 
fool of a poet, that hath made live hundred fools. 

Lever. Please your new ladyship, he’s come. 

Doll. Is he 1 I should for the more state let him 
walk some two hours in an outer room: if l,did owe 
him money, 'twero not much out of fashion. But come, 
enter him: stay, when we are in private conference, ^ 
send in my tailor. 

Enter Bellamont, Irrought in hy Liverpool. * 

Lever. Look you, my lady^s asleep: shell wake pre¬ 
sently. 

Bell. I come not to teach a starling, sir; God b* wi' 
you. 

Lever. Nay, in truth, sir, if my lady sh^d but 
dream you had been here— 

* i. e. (coDjectorally), making up the compoaitkm the 
picture. 

' * So in original; bat, perhape, rather the pounders, ,tlte 
artillery. 

' Slippers. ^ Tilting sp^. * He retires. 



NORTHWARD HOE. 


315 


80. 1.] 

DolL Who’s that keeps such a prating t 

Lmr. ’Tis I, madam. 

Doll, I’ll have you preferred to be a crier; you have 
an excellent throat for’t. Pox a’ the poet, is he not 
come yet ? 

Lei}&\ He’s here, madam. 

Doll, Cry you mercy: I ha' curat my monkey for 
shrewd turns a hundred times, and yet 1 love it never 
the worse, I protest 

Bell. 'Tis not in fashion, dear lady, to call the break¬ 
ing out of a gentlewoman's lips, scabs, but tlie heat of 
the liver. 

DoB. So sir; if you have a sweet breath, and do ^ot 
smell of sweaty linen, you may draw nearer, nearer. 

Bell. 1 am no friend to gnrlick, madam. 

D<fll. You write the sweeter verso a great deal, sir. 
I have heanl much good of your wit, master poet; you 
do many devices for citizen’s wives: I care not greatly, 
because* I have a city laundress already, if I get a city 
poet too. I have such a device for yon, and this it 


Enter TaiijOU* 

0 welcome, tailor. Do but wait till* I despatch my 
tailor, and I'll discover my device to you. 

Bell. I’ll take my leave of your lailyship. 

Doll. No, I pray thee, stay: I must have yon sweat 
for my device, master poet. 

PhiL^He sweats already, believe iU 
DoU. A cup of wine, there! What fashion will , 
moke a woman have the best body, tailor f 

» (Behind.) 
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Tailor. A short Dutch waist, with a round Catherine- 
wheel fardingale;^ a close sleeve with a cartoose* 
collar, and a pickadil.^ 

Doll. And what meat will make n woman have a 
fine wit, master poet 1 

Bell. Fowl, madam, is the most light, delicate, and 
witty feeding. 

Doll. Fowl, sayest thou 1 I know them that feed of 
it every meal, and yet are as arrant fools as any are in a 
kingdom, of my credit. Hast thou done, tailor t [Exit 
Tailor,'] Now to discover my device, sir; I’ll drink to 
you, sir. 

Phil.^ God’s precious ! we ne’er thought of her device 
before; pray God it he anything tolerable. 

Doll, I’ll have you make twelve posies for a dozen 
of cheese-trenchers.^ 

Phtl. O hoinblo ! 

Bell. In Welch, madam? ^ 

Doll. Why in Welch, sir? 

Bell. Because you will have them served in with 
your cheese, lady. 

Doll. I will iHjsto.w them indeed uixin a Welch (j^p- 
tain, one that loves cheese better than venison ; for if 
you should but get three or four Cheshire cheeses, and 
sot them a running down Ilighgate-liill, he would make 

^ A hoop-petticoat; or rather, the hoop itself. 

* Cortoost, —Qy. “ carfoitcA ”—Dvck, 

’ A stiff, upright collar, or ruff; also, as in the present 
instance, the hem. or edging to a collar. PiccadUly was 
named from the Piccadils, by the making of whi<^ one 
Higgins, a tailor, who built part of it, got most of hb eatate. 

♦'(Behind.) 

* Cheese-trenchers, at the time this play was written, vsed 
fro(|U6ntly to have posi^ inscribed on them.—^Bves. 
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more haste after them than after the beat kennel of 
hounds in England. What think you of my device 1 

B^l. Tore God, a very strange device and a cunning 
one. 

PhiO Now he begins to eye the goblet, 

Bell, You should be akin to the Bollamonts; you 
give the same arms, madam, 

Doll. Faith 1 paid sweetly for the cup, us it may 
be you and some other gentlemen have done for I heir 
arms. 

Bell. Ha ’ the same weight, the sunns fashion! I 
had three nc.st of them* given me by a n(»hleman at the 
christening of my son Philijn 

Phtl. \^l)tmmrwi!hinmlf.\ Your son is come to full 
age, sir, and hath tVen possession of the gift of his god¬ 
father. 

Bell. Ua ’ thou wilt not kill me 1 

Phil. No, SI!# ril kill no jwet, lest his ghost write 
satires against me. 

Bell. Wliat’s she 1 a good commonwealth's woman, 
she was Inirn— 

Phtl. For her country, and has b<jrne her country. 

BeJl. Heart of virtue ! wliat make I here? 

PhU. This was the i>arty you railed on. I keep no 
worse company than yourself, father. Y(»u were wont 
to say, venery is like usury, that it may l>e allowed 
though it l>e not lawful. 

Bell. Wherefore come 1 hither! 

1 (Behind.) 

^ Mr. Oosslev, of Manchester, obsertres to me that the 
term nett of is still made use of in the West Riding 

of Yorkshire; a large goblet containing many smaller ones 
of gpdually diminishing sizes, whicli fit into each other and 
fill It up.—D vce. 
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IML To make a device for clieese-trenchers. * 
Phil. I^ll tell you why I sent for you ; for nothing 
but to show you that your gravity may be drawn in; 
white liairs may fall into the company of drabs, as well 
as red-beards^ into the society of knaves. Would not 
this woman deceive a whole camp i’ th* Low-countries, 
and make one coinmmider believe she only kept her 
cabin for him, and yet quarter twenty more in’tl 
JJo//. Pnthee, poet, what dost thou think of me 1 
Rf/l. I think thou art a most admirable, brave,, beau¬ 
tiful whore, 

Doll. Nay, sir, I was told you would rail: but what 
do you think of my device, sirt nay, but you are not 
to depart yet, master iK»et: wiit sup with me t III 
cashier all my young barnacles,® and well talk over a 
piece of mutton and a partridge wisely. 

/A7/. Sup with thee, that art a common undertaker! 
thou that dost promise nothing but watchet^ oyes, bum- 
bast^ calves, and false {>enwigs ! 

/>>//, Prithee, comb thy beard with a comb of black 
lead : it may l>e I shall affect ^ thee. 

Re//, 0, thy unlucky star! I must take my leave of 
your worship ; I cannot fit your device at this instant 
I must desire to borrow a nest of goblets of you. 0 
villaiiy 1 1 would some honest butcher would beg all 
the queans and knaves i* th’ city, and carry them into 
some other country : they’d sell better than beeves and 
calves. What a virtuous city would this Ijie then! 
marry, 1 think there would be a few people left in’t 

' See note, p. 98. * Qeese. * Starch-colonredb 

* Stuffed with cotton: Germ, bmtmbaei, * I'aiioy. 
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Uds* foot, gulled with cboese-trencliera, attd yoked in 
entertainment with a tailor! good, good. [iSlrty. 

Fhil, How doest, Doll 1 
Ddl. Scurvy, very scurvy. 

Lever, Where shall’s sup, wench 1 
DoU, I’ll sup ill my bod. Got you homo to your 
lodging, and come when 1 send for you. 0, flithy rogue 
that I am! 

Phil. How, liow, Mistress Dorothy t 
DiAl, Saint Antony’s lire light in your Spanish 
elops lids life, I’ll luako you know a difference 
between iny mirtli and melancholy, you j.Kinderly rogue. 
Ojwwca We observe your lfulyshii>, 

Phil, Tiie punk’s m her humour; pax.'** 

[^Ejcvunt all hut Unit, 
DoU, TJ! liumour you, an' you fsjx me. Uds life, 
have I hen witli a S^ianiard of late, that I have learnt 
to mingle such water with iny Malaga! O, thme’s 
BOnie scurvy thing or other breeding! Row many 
several loves of players, of vaulters, of lieutenants, have 
I entertained, lieaides a runner a’ thu ro{ies, uiid now to 
let blood when the sign is at the heart! Should 1 
send him a letter with some jewel in’t, he would 
requite it os lawyers do, that return a w6okcock pio to 
to their clients, when they send them a l>asoii and a 
ewer.^ I will instantly go and make myself drunk till 
1 have lost my memory. Ixive a scolling poet! 

[EjciL 

* Wide breeches. 

^ Pax ,—For pox ; it was perhaps an affected mode of pro* 
liounciiig the word.—D yck. 

* i. e. itetam me a mere bird pasty for a silver service. 
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Scene II. 

Entf>r Leapfrog and SQmRREi- 

Leap, Now, Squirrel, wilt thou make us acquainted 
with the jest thou promised to tell us of ] 

Squir. I will discover it, not as a Derbysliire woman 
cUscovers her great teeth, in laughter, hut softly, as a 
gentleman courts a wencli behind an arms ; and this it 
is. Young Grcenshield, thy nnister, wdth Greeiishield’s 
sister, lie in my master’s garden-house here in Moorfields. 

Leap. Right; what of this ? 

Sipivr. ^larry, sir, if the gentle^voman ho not his 
w’ife, he commits incest, for I'm sure he lies with her 
every night. 

Leap. All this I know ; but to the rest. 

Squir, I will tell thee the most politick trick of a 
woman that e’er made a man’s face look withered and 
pale, like the tree in Cuckolirs-haven in a gmat snow; 
and this it is. Thy mistress makes her husband believe 
that shc**walks in her sleeps a’ nights, and to confirm 
tliis belief in him, sundry times she hath risen out of 
her l)od, unlocked all the doors, gone from chamber to 
cliamber, opened her chests, tousixl among her linen, 
and when he hatli waked and missed her, coming to 
question why she conjureil thus at midnight, he hath 
found her fast asleep; marry, it was cat’s sleep, for 
you shall hear what prey she watched for. 

Leaj). Good: forth. 

I overheard her last night talking “with thy 
master, and she promised liim that as soon as her hus^ 
band was asleep, she Avould walk according to her cos- 
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tom, and come to his chamber: marry, she would do it 
so puritanically, so secretly I mean, that nobody should 
hear of it. 

Leap, Is’t possible 1 

Squir. Take but that comer and stand close, and 
thine eyes shall witness it. 

Leap. 0, intolemble wit! what hold can any man 
take of a woman’s honesty! 

Sipuir. Hold! no more hold than of a bull ’nointod 
with soap, and baited with a shoal of fiddlers in Staf¬ 
fordshire. Stand close ; I hear her coming. 

Enter Kate. 

Kate. Wliat a filthy knave was the shoemaker that 
made my slippers! what a creaking they keejj! 0 
Lord, if there be any power that can make a woman’s 
husband sleep soundly at a pinch, as 1 have often read 
in foolish poetry that there is, now, now, and it l)e thy 
will, let him dream some fine dream or other, that he’s 
made a knight or a nobleman, or somewhat, whilst T 
gu and take but two kisses, but two kisses froA sweet 
Featherstone 1 [Edt. 

Squir. ’Sfoot, he may well dream he’s made a knight, 
for I’ll be hange^l if she do not dub him.' 

Enter Gbkin8H1EM>. 

Green. Was there ever any walking spirit like to my 
wife! what reason should there be in nature for this f 
I will question some physician. Nor here neither I 
Ud's life, I would laugh if she were in Master Feather- 
ftone’s chamber: she would fright him. Master 
FealdiWtone, Master Featherstone 1 
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Feath. [mtttnl Ha! how now, who calls ? 

Green, Did you leave your door open last night f 

FecUh. [within^ I know not, I think my boy did. 

Green. God’s light, she’s there, then. Will you 
know the jest—^niy wife hath her old tricka FU hold 
my life, my wife’s in your chamber: rise out of your 
bed, and see and you can feel her. 

Squir. He will feel her, I warrant you. 

Green. Have you her, sir 1 

Feath. {trilhvi] Not yet, sir;—she’s here, sir. 

Green, So I said even now to rnysolf, before God, la. 
Take her up in your arms, and bring her hither softly 
for fear of waking her. I never knew the like of this, 
before God, la. 

* Enter Fkatherstonk, and Kate in hk arms. 

Alas, poor Kate! look, before God, she’s asleep with 
her eyes open : pretty little rogue : I’ll wak^ her and 
make her ashamed of it. 

FeatJi^Of you’ll make her sicker then. 

Green. I >varrant you. Would all women thought 
no more hurt than thou dost now, sweet villain ! Kate, 
Kate! 

Kate. I loug<sd for the merrythought of a pheasant. 

Green. She Ulks in her bleep. 

Kate. And the foul-gutted tripe-wife had got it, and 
eat half of it, and my colour went and came, and my 
stomach wambled till I was ready to swoon; but a 
midwife perceived it, aftd marked which way my eyes 
went, and helped me to it; but, Lord, how I picked itt 
’twas the sweetest meat, methought. 

Squir. O, politick mistress! 
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Oreen. Why, Kate, Kate I 

Kaie. Ha, ha, ha! ay, beahrew your heart Lord, 
where am 11 

Green, I pray thee, he not frighted. 

Kate. 0, I am sick, I am aick, I am sick! O, how 
my flesh trembles ! O, some of the Angelica water 1 
I shall have the mother presently. 

Green. Hold down her stomach, good Master Foath- 
erstone, while I fetch some. [Ejdt. 

Feaih. Well dissembled, Kate. 

Kate. Pish, I am like some of your ladies that can 
bo sick when they have no stomacli to lie with their 
husbands. 

F*‘ath. A^Tiat niiscliicvous fortune is this! We'll have 
a journey b' Wan*, Kate, to redeem this misfortune. 

k * 

Kate. Well, cheatcra do not win always: that woman 
that will entertain a friend, must as well provide a 
closet or backdoor for him as a feather-l)e<l. 

Fmth. By my troth, I pity thy huslmnd, 

Kate. Pity him ! no man dares call him cuehfdd, for 
he wears sattin. Pity him ! he that will pull down a 
man's sign and set up horns, there’s law for him. 

Feath. Be sick again, your husband coriies. 

Enter Grkenshield, triih a hrokm ehin. 

Green. I have the worst luck; 1 think 1 get more 
bumps and slirewd tarns i' tli’ dark!—How docs she, 
Master Featherstone 1 

FeaOi. Very ill, sir, she’s troubled with the mother 
e%tremely; I held down her belly even now, and I 
might feel it rise. 

Kefe. O, lay me in my bed, I beseech you 1 
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Green, I will find a remedy for this walking, if all 
the doctors in town can sell it: a thousand pound to a 
penny she spoil not her face, or break lier neck, or 
catch a cold that she may ne’er claw off i^gain« How 
dost, wench? 

Kate. A little recovered. Alas, 1 have so troubled 
that gentleman! 

Feath. None i’ th’ world, Kate ; may I do you any 
faiilier service? 

Kate. An’ I were wliere I would be, in your bed— 
pray, pardon me, was’t you, Master Featherstone ?— 
hem, I should bo well then. 

S(/uir. Mark how she wrings him by the fingers. 

Kate. Good night. Pray you, give the gentleman 
thanks for patience. 

Green. Good night, sir, 

Feath. You have a shrewd blow ; you were best have 
it searched. 

Green. A scratch, a scratch. • [Bceuni. 

Feath. Let me see, what excuse should 1 frame, to 
get tliis wench forth a’ town with me ? I’ll persuade 
her husband to take physic, and presently have a letter 
framed from his father-in-law, to be delivered that 
morning, for his wife to come and receive some small 
parcel of money in Enfield-chasey at a keeper's that is 
her uncle; then, sir, he not being in case to travel, 
will entreat me to accompany his wife; we’ll lie at 
Ware all night, and the next morning to London. I’ll 
go strike a tinder, and frame a letter presently. [EjM. 

And I’ll take the pains to discover ail this to 
my master, old Mayberry. There hath gone a report a 
good while my matter hath used them kindly, because 
they have been over familiar with his wife, but 1 see 
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whidi way Featherstone looks. 'Sfoot, there’s ne'er a 
gentleman of them all shall gull a citizen, and think to 
go scot free;* Though jour commons shrink for this, bo 
but secret, and mj master shall entertain thee; make 
thee, instead of handling false dice, finger nothing hut 
gold and silver, wag: an old servingman turns to a 
young beggJir, whereas a young prentice may turn to an 
old alderman. Wilt bo secret 1 

Leap. O God, sir, as secret os rushes in an old lady’s 
chamber.^ [Ej'euni, 

act IV.—Soenb I. 

jShier Bslijlmont, tnltis night-cap^ mill leaven'^ in hie 

hand ; Im Man after hiniy mth lighte^ danflisht and 

pajter. 

Bell. Sirrah, I’ll speak with none. 

Sere. Not a player 1 

Bell, No, though a sharer Imwl; ^ 

I'll 8f>eak with none, although it l>e the mouth 
Of the big company ; Til speak with none : away. 
Why should not I be an excellent stfttesman ? I can in 
the writing of a tragedy make Ciesar speak better than 
ever his ambition could; when I write (jf iVunpey, 1 
have Poropey’s soul within me; and wherf I porsonate a 
worthy poet, I am then truly myself, a poor unpreferreil 
scholar. 

Enter hie Man, hmtihj. 

Sere. Here’s a swaggering fellow, sir, that si^eaks not 

* Ro<»]Q 8 were then strewed with rashes, by way of carpet. 

* of paper, a note-book. 

* llie layers were distinguished into whole sharers, three* 
quarter sbarm, half sharers, and hired men. Beltamont 
says Bh will not be visible even to a whoU sharer. 

* i. e. the lilafiager. 
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like a man of God’s making, sweais he rnnsi speak with 
you, and will speak with you. 

BeU, Not of Gkid’s making! what is he 1 a cuekold t 
8en>, He’s a gentleman, sir, by his clothes. 

Bell. £nter him and his clothes: clothes sometiiiiee 
are better gentlemen than their mastora. 

Enter the Captain on/f the Sbkvinoican. 

Is this he t seek you me, sir t 

Capt I seek, sir, God pleas you, for a seiitleman, 
that talks besides to himself when he’s alone, as if he 
were in Bedlam, and he’s a poet 
Bell. So, sir, it may be you seek me, for I’m some¬ 
times out a’ my wits. 

Capt. You are a poet, sir, are you t 
BrJt. I’m haunted with a fury, sir. 

Capt. Pray, master poet, shoot off this little pot-gun, 
and I will coiyure your fury: ’tis well, lay you, sir. 
My desires are to have some amiable and amorous son¬ 
net or madrigal composed by your fury, see you. 

Bell. Are you a lover, sir, of the nine muses f 
Capt, Ow, by gad, out a’cry.' 

Bdl, Y’ are, then, a scholar, sir! 

Capt. I ha’ picked up my cromes in Sesus College, 
in Oxford, one day a gad while ago. 

Bdl, Y* are welcome, y’ are very welcome. 1*11 
lK>rrow your judgment: look you, sir, I’m writing a 
tragedy, the tragedy of young Astyanax. 

Capt Styanax’ tragedy ! is he living, can you tell! 
was not Styanax a Monmouth man t 

> Equivalent to the owl off whoopimg of Sh a ke s pear e.-* 
Dvcb. 
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Bdt, O, no, idr, you mistake. He was a Tioyan, great 
Hector’s son. 

OapL Hector was grannam to Cadwallader; when 
die was great with child, God udge me, there was one 
young Styanan of Monmouthsliire was a madder Greek 
as any is in ail England. 

Bdl, This was not he, assure ye. Look you, sir, I 
will have this tragedy presented in the French court by 
French gallants. 

Ckq4, By God, your Frenchmen will do a trageily 
enterliide poggy well. 

B^l. It shall lie, sir, at the marriages of the Duke 
of Orleans^ and Chatillon, the admiral of France; the 
stage- 

Capt V 1*8 Wood, does Orleans marry with the 
admiral of France, now 1 

O, sir, no, they are two severs! marriages. As 
I was saying, the stage hung all with black velvet, and 
while *ti8 acted, myself will stand liehind the Duke of 
Epemon,’ or some other chief minion or so, who shall * 
—ay, they shall take some occasion aliout the music of 
tlie fourth act to step to the French king, and say, Sittf 
voilOf il esl votre ires humble seniieur, U plus sufje et 
dwin esprit, Monsieur Bellanumf, all in French thu% 
pointing at me, or, yon is the learned old JSnylish {pnu 
demon, Master Bdlamont, a very worthy man to he one 
of your privy rhamher, or pod laureat, 

Capt. But are you sure Duke Pepper-noon will give 
you such good luds behind your back, to your face! 

O, ay, ay, ay, man ; he’s the only courtier that 

* IChe dd has Biron, evidently, £rom what theC^^^ata 
goes on to lay about Peppir^noon, a misprint. 
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I^Jcnow there : but what do you think that I may come 
to by this ? 

Cai»t. God udge me, all Franco may hap die in your 
debt for this. 

Bell. I am now writing the description of his death* 

Capt. Did he die in his ped 1 

Bell. You shall hear. “ Suspicion is the minion of 
great hearts ”—no, I will not begin there. Imagine a 
great man were to be executed about the seventh hour 
in a gloomy moniing. 

Capt. As it might be Sampson, or so, or great Goliaa 
that was killed by my countryman ? 

Bell. Bight, sir: thus I express it in young Astyauax: 

“Now the wild people, greedy of their griefs. 

Longing to see that which their thoughts abhorred. 

Prevented^ day, and rode on their own roofs.” 

, Capf. Could the little horse that ambled on the top 
of Paurs*-^ carry all the people ? else how coyld they 
ride on the roofs ? 

Bell. 0, sir, ’tis a figure in poetry: mark how ’tia 
followed— 

“rode on Uieir own roofs, 
Making all neighbouring houses til’d with men.” 
Til’d with men ! is’t not good t 

Capt. By Sesu, and it were tiled all with naked imen^ 
’twere better. 

Bell. You shall hear no more; pick your ears, they 
are foul, sir. What are you, sir, pray 1 

Capt A captain, sir, and a follower of god Mars. 

Bell, Mars, Bacchus, and 1 love ApoUo: a captain t 

^ anticipated. * 

* A feat of Bankes* horse, Maroooo.--DTOx. ' woman. 
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then I pardon you, sir; and, captain, what would you 
press me for? 

Caiit. For a witty ditty to a sentlomaii that 1 am 
fallen in withal, over head and ears in affections and 
natural desires. 

Re//. An acrostic were good upon her name, niethinka 

Caj?/. Cross sticks ’ I would not lie too cross, master 
poet; yet if it be best to bring her name in question, 
her name is [Mistress Doiothy Hornet. 

Re//. The very consumption that wastes my son, and 
the ayme* that hung lately upon me' I)o you love 
this Mistress l^orothy 1 

Cajj/. Love her! tliere is no captain’s wife in Eng¬ 
land can have more love pnt upon lier ; and yet, I’m 
sure, captains’ wives have their polhes-full of good men’s 
loves. 

Re//. And does she love you 1 has there passed any 
great matter between you ? 

Oapt.^Afi great a matter as a wliolc coach and a horse 
and his wife are gone to and fro between uh. 

Be//. Is she—i’ faith, captain, be valiant and teU 
truth—is she honest ? 

Capt. Honest * Go<I udge me, she’s as honest os a 
punk that cannot abide fornication and lechery. 

Bell. Look you, caiitain, I’ll shew you why I ask : I 
hope you tlimk my wenching A\ya are past, yet, sir, 
here’s a letter that her father brought me from her, 
and inforced mo to take, this very day. 

Enter a Sbrvant, and whiejyera Bellammt, 

Capt, ’Tis lor some love-song to send to me, 1 hold 
m j life. 

>*ni6 Aydemi of the Spaniards, the lamentation, snbjeoS 

of gtiet. 
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Bell, This falls out pat: my man tells me the party 
is at my door; shall she come in, captain ? 

Capt. O, ay, ay, put her in, put her in, I pray now. 

[ExU Servant. 

Bell, The letter says here that she's exceeding sick, 
and entreats me to visit her. Captain, lie you in am¬ 
bush, behind the hangings, and {perhaps you shall hear 
the piece of a comedy: she comes, she comes, make 
yourself away. 

Capt, Does the poet play Torkin, and cast my Lucre* 
sie’s water too in hugger muggers ? if he do, Styanax’ 
tragedy was never so horrible bloody-minded as his 
comedy shall be. Taw a son,^ Captain Jenkins. 

[Hides htjnself. 

Enter Dolt.. 

Doll, Now, master poet, I sent for you. 

Bell. And 1 came once at your ladyship^s call. 

Doll. My ladyship and your lordship lie bofh in one 
manor: you have conjured up a sweet spirit in me, have 
you not, rhymer 1 

Bell, Why, Medea, what spirit 1 Would 1 were a 
young man, for thy sake! 

Doll, So would 1, for then thou couldst do me no 
hurt; now, thou doest. 

Bell. If I were a younker, it would be no immodesfy 
in me to be seen in thy company ; but to have snowin 
the lap of June, vile, vile! Yet come, garlick has a 
white head and a green stalk; then why should not If 
Let's be merry : what says the devil to all the world, 
for Tm sure thou art carnally possessed with him f ^ 

^ Taw a son, I. e. hold your tongne.— Dvoi. 
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DoU, Thpu hast a filthy foot, a vsiy filthy cairiar’a 
loot 

BeU, A filthy shoe, but a fine foot: I stand not 
tijMm my foot, 1. 

What stands he upon, then, with a pox, €kKl 

bless Qsf 

DoU» A leg and a calf! I have bad better of a 
butcher forty times for carrying a body; not wortli 
by a barber-surgeon. 

Bdl, Very good; you draw me and quarter me; 
fates keep me from hanging ! 

Df)ll, And, which most turns up a woman's stomach, 
thou art an old hoary man; thou hast gone over the 
bridge of many years, and now art ready to drop into 
a grave: what do I see then in that withered face of 
thine ? 

Bdl. Wrinkles, gravity. 

Ddll,^ Wretcliedness, grief: old fellow, thou hast be¬ 
witched me, 1 can neither eat for thee nor sleep for 
thee, nor lie quietly in my bed for thee. 

Capt, Uds blood, I did never see a white flea before. 
I will cling^ you. 

DoU>, I was bom sure in the dog-days, I'm so un¬ 
lucky : 1, in whom neither a flaxen hair, yellow beird, 
French doublet, nor Spanish hose, youth nor personage, 
rich face nor money, could ever breed a true love to 
any, ever to any man, am now besotted, dost, am mad, 

^ [Behind.] * Crush you np. 

* Am if I wen a bawd, no ting fUgme me but a duUh^e head. 
—The tiawds of those days, probablv from nn aflectarion of 
' piety, used to wear rings with death’s heads on them, as 
seeersl passsges from (da writers might beadduoid to show. 
-Droa. 
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for the carcass of a man; and, as if I were a bawd* no 
ring pleases me but a death’s head.^ 

Capt.^ Scsu, are imen so orsy varsy! 

BeU. Mad for mo 1 why, if the worm of lust were 
wnggling witliin me as it does in others, dost think I’d 
crawl upon thee ? would I low after thee 1 thou art a 
common calf-bearer. 

JJoU. 1 confess it. 

CapfJ Do you 1 are you a town-cow, and confess you 
bear calves ? 

DoU. 1 confess I have been an inn for any guest. . 

Capt} A pogs a’ your stable room! is your inn a 
bawdy-liouse, now? 

Doll. I confess, (for I ha’ been taught to hide nothing 
from my surgeon, and thou art he,) I confess that old 
stinking surgeon like thyself, whom I call father, tliat 
Hornet, never sweat for mo ; I'm none of his making. 

Capo You lie, he makes you a punk, Hornet minor. 

Doll. He’s but a cheater, and 1 the false die he 
pla 3^8 withal. I pour all my jwison out before thee 
because hereafter I will be clean. Shun me not, loath 
me not, mock me not. Plagues confound thee, I hate 
thee to the pit of hell, yet if thou goest thither, I’ll 
follow thee ; run, ay, do what thou canst. I’ll run and 
ride over the world after thee. 

Cockatrice!—You, Mistress Salamanders, that 
fear no burning let my mare and my mare’s horse, and 
my coach, come running home again, and run to an 
hospital and your suigeons, and to knaves and ponders, 
and to the tivel and his tame too. 

Fiend, art thou raised to torment me f 


[Behind.] 


* [Coming forward.] 
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Bell, She loves you, captain, honestly. 

(Japt ril have any man, oinan, or cilcl, by his carsi 
that says a common drab can love a sentleman honestly. 
I will sell my coach for a cart to have you to Punk’s 
hall, Pridewell. 1 sarge you in Aiello’s name, whom 
you Ijelong to, see her forthcoming, till I come and 
tigglo her by and by. ’S blood, I was never cozened 
with a more rascal piece of mutton, since I came out a’ 
the Lawer Countries. [KAt. 

Bisll, My doors arc open for thee : begone, woman. 

Doll. This goat’s-pizzlc of thine— 

Bell. Away ! 1 love no such implements in my bouse. 

Doll. I)oest not ^ am I but an implement ? IJy all 
the maidenheads that are last in London in a year, (and 
that's a oath,) f(»r this trick, other manner of 

women than myself shall come to this house only to 
laugh at time; and if thou wouldest labour thy heart 
out, thoy shalt not do withal.^ 

Enter Seroant. 

Bell, Is this my jwctical fury !—How now, sir ? 

Serv, Master Mayberry and his wife, sir, i’ th* next 
room. ' , 

Bdl What are they doing, sir t 

Serv. Nothing, sir, that I see; hut only would speak 
with you. 

Bdl, Enter’em.—^This house will be too hot forme: 
if this wench cast me into these sweats, I must shift 
myself for pure necessity. Haunted with sprites in 
my old days! 

^ Them §hait not do vnthal, L e. thou ohoh not be aUe to 
hiAp itw—Dres. 
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Enter Matberet, iHxAed, his Wife mfh him. 

May. A comedy ! a Canterbury Tale smells not half 
so sweet as the come^ly 1 have for thee, old poet: thou 
shalt write u[K>n% poet. 

Bell. Nay, 1 will write upon't if t be a comody, for 
1 have been at a most villanous female tra^dy. Comey 
the plot, the plot. 

May. Let your man give you the boots presently; 
the plot lies in Ware, my white poet. Wife, thou and 
I this night will have mad sport in Ware; mark me 
well, wife, in Ware. 

Wife. At your pleasure, sir. 

May. Nay, it shall be at your pleasure, wife. Look 
you, sir, look you: Featherstone’s boy, like an honest 
crack-halter, laid o^ien all to one of my prentices, for 
boys, you know, like women, love to be doing. 

Very good: to the plot. 

May. Featlierstone, like a crafty mutton-monger 
persuades Greensliield to be run through the bo<ly. 

Bell. Strange, thrmigh the body ! 

May, Ay, man, to take physic : he does ao, he’s put 
to his purgation. Then, sir, what does me Feather 
stone but counterfeits a letter from an innkeeper of 
Doncaster, to fetch Gieenshield (who is needy, you 
know) to a keeper’s lodge in Entield-chase, a certain 
uncle, where Oreenidiield should receive money due to 
him in behalf of his wife. 

Bell. His wife! is Greenshield marriedt 1 have 
heard him swear he was a bachelor. 

Wf/s, So have I, a hundred times. ^ 

May. The knave has more wives than ths Task; bn 
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has a wife almost in oYery shire in England: this parcel 
-gentlewoman is that innkeeper's daughter of Doncaster. 

Bp/?. Hath she the entertainment of her forefathers! 
will she keep all comers company ! 

May, She helps to pass away stale capons, sour wine, 
and musty provender. But to the purpose : this train 
was laid by the baggage herself, and Featherstone, who 
it seems makes her husband a unieoni; and to give bro 
to't, Greenshield, like an arrant wittol, entreats his 
friend to ride before his wife and fetch tlie money, be* 
cavse, taking bitter pills, ho should prove but a k>ose 
fellow if he went, and so durst not go. 

Bell. And bo the poor stag is to lie hunted in 
Enfieid-chase. 

May. No, sir; master poet, there} you miss the plot, 
Featherstone and my laily Greenshield are rid to batter 
away their light commodities in Ware; Enfield*chase 
is too cojd for ’em. 

J 80 //. In Ware! 

May, In dirty Ware. I forget myself. Wife, on 
with your riding-suit, and cry NorfJnranl hoe / as the 
boy at Paul’s' says: let my prentice get up liefore thee, 
and man thee to Ware; lodge in the inn I told thee; 
spur, cut, and away. 

Wife, Well, sir. [EMt 

Bdl. Stay, stay; what’s the bottom of this riddle ? 
why send you her away ! 

May, For a thing, my little hoary poet IxKik thee, 

' Mr. Djee thinks, the waterman's boy at Paul's Wharf; 
bat the Thames does not run northward. The boy may^have 
bem the carrier's boy, journeying northward fnmi Paul's 
Ohueohyard. 
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I emclt out iiiy noble stinker Greenshield in hi* cham¬ 
ber, and as though ray licart-strings had been crackedt 
I wept and sighed, and tlmmped and thumped, and 
raved and randed and railed, and told him how my wife 
was now grown as common as Imibery,^ and that she 
had hiied her tailor to ride with her to Ware, to . meet 
a gentleman of the court. 

Bell. Gocsl; and >u)W took he this drench down 1 

May. Like eggs and muscadine, at a gulp. He 
cries out presently ; did not I tell 3 ’ou, old man, that 
slic’d win my game when she came to liearing ? he rails 
upon her, wills me to take her in the act, to put he^to 
her white sheet,- to bo divorced, and, for all his guts 
are not fully scoured by his pothecary, he’s pulling on 
his lioots, and will ride along with us. Let’s master as 
many as we can. 

BfB. It will be excellent sport, to see him and his 
own wife meet in Ware, will’t not? Ay, ay, we’ll 
have a whole regiment of horse with us. t 


May. I stand upon thorns till I shake him by th* 
honis. Come, Ijoots, boy ! avo must gallop all the way, 
for the sin, you know, is done with turning up the 
white of an eye : Avill you join your forces 1 
Bell. Like a Hollander against a Dunkirk. 

May. March then. This curse is on all lechers throwii, 
They give horns, and at last horns are their own. 


Scene II. 


\ExemU. 


Rider Captain Jenkins cmd Alluh. 

CapL Set the best of your little diminutive legs be¬ 
fore, and ride post, I pray. 

^ Babtry is finm for a baby; but qy. bribery. —^Dtcb.* 

* Her peoiteotiiu white sheet in the dntreh. 
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AUum. Is it possible that Mistress Boll should be so 
bad? ^ 

Capt Possible! ’sblood, ^tis more easy for an oiuan 
to be naught, than for a soldier to beg, and that's hor¬ 
rible easy you know. 

AUum. but to coneycatch us all so grossly ! 

Capt Your Norfolk tumblers are but zanies to 
coneycatching punks. 

AUum. She gelded my purse of fifty pounds in rea<ly 
money. 

Capt. I will geld all the horses in five hundred shires 
but I will ride over her and her cheaters, and her Hor¬ 
nets. She nmdo a stark ass of iny coach horse ; and 
there is a putter-box^ whom she spread thick uix»n her 
wdiite-bread, and cat him up. I think she has sent the 
poor fellow to Gelder-land ; but I will marao pravely 
in and out, and jjack again, upon all the low countries 
in Christendom, iis Holland and Zealand and Nethcr- 
Und, and Cleveland too ; and I will lie drunk and cost 
with Master Hans Van Belch, but I will smell him out. 

AUum, 1)0 80 , ami well draw all our arrows of re¬ 
venge up to the head but we'U hit her for her viilany. 

Gipt, I will tmw as |>etter and os weapons as 
anpws u[) to the head, lug you; it shall be warrants to 
give her the whip-deedle. 

AUum, But now she kitows she's discovered, she’ll 
take her bells^ and fly out of our reach. 

Oipf. Fly with her pells! ounds, I know a parish 
that sal tag down all the pells and sell 'em to Captain 
Jmkins, to do him good; and if pells will fly, we'll fly 
tof^nnless the pell-ropes hang us. Will you amble up 

^ i, e. the Dutch raercluuit. * i. e* like a falcon* 
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and down to master Justice by my side, to heire tbis 
rascal Hornet in coram,^ and so to make her hold her 
whore’s peace Y 

AUum. I'll amUe or trot with you, captain. Yon 
told me she threatened her champions should cut lot 
her; if so, we may hare the peace of her. 

Capt. O mon dieu I Duw gwyn !* Follow your 
leader. Jenkins shall cut and slice as worse as they: 
come, I scorn to have any peace of her, or of any oman, 
hut open wars. [^emt, 

SCBNB IIL 

Enter Bbllaiiont, Matbebrt, Grbxnshibld, Philip, 
Lsvebfool and Chartlev, dll hooted: 

Bell, What, will these young gentleman too help us 
to catch this fresh salmon, ha 1 Philip, are they thy 
friends Y 

PkiL Yes, sir. 

Bell, We are beholding to you, gentlemen, that youll 
fill our consort I ha' seen your hices methinks before, 
and I cannot inform myself where. 

Both, May be so, sir. 

Bell, Shall's to horseY here's a tickler: heigh, to horse f 

May, Come,*switch, and spurs! let’s mount our 
chevals : merry, quoth a'. . 

BelL Gentlemen, shall I shoot a fool’s bolt out among 
you all, because we'll be sure to be merry Y 

Omnett, What is't Y 

Bell. For mirth on the highway will make us rid 
ground* faster than if thieves were at our tails. What 
say ye to this Y let's all practise jests one agamst an- 
other, and he that has the best jest thrown upon h^Qi, 

> Quonan. * ** white God. 

* concert. * i e. get rid or over ground. 
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and ii moat galled, between our riding forth end eom* 
ing in, shall bear the charge of the whole journey. 

(hnnet. Content, i’ faith. 

BdL We shall fit one a’ you with a coxcomb at 
Ware, I believe. 

Jfay. Peace. 

Green, Is't a baigain t 

Ofiinee. And hands clapt upon it. 

JBdl. Stay, yonder’s the Dolphin without BiAop’s- 
gate, where our horses are at rack and manger, and we 
are going past it. Come, cross over: and what place 
is this ? 

Jlfay. Bedlam, is’t notl^ 

Bdl. Where the madmen are. 1 never was amongst 
them: as yon love me, gentlemen, let’s see wliat Greeks 
ate within. 

Green. We shall stay too long. 

Bdl. ijot a whit: Ware will stay for our coming, I 
Tsmirant you. Come, a spurt and away I let’s be mad 
opce in our days. This is the door. 

SCBKE IV. 

The Mad House, Enter Beijj^iont awl the rest. 

To them ^ Fullmoon. 

May. Save you, sir: may we see some of your mad 
folks 1 do you keep ’em 1 

Ftdl, -Yes. 

Bdl, Pray, bestow your name, sir, upon us. 

FuU, My name is FuUmoon. 

Bdl. You well deserve this office, good Master Full- 
mCMgi t and what madcaps have you in your house t 

* Old Bethlehem Hospit^ stood in ]ffishopagate<itieet 
Without. 
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. EvXl. I>iv6r8. 

Enter the Musician. 

May, Gods so, see, see ! what’s he walks yonder) is 
he mad 1 

Full. That’s a musician ; y&s, he’s besides himself. 

Bell. A musician ! how fell he mad, for God’s sake? 

FvJl. For love of an Italian dwarf. 

Bell. Has ho been in Italy, tlien ? 

Full. Yes, and speaks, they say, all manner of lan¬ 
guages. 

Enter the Bawd. 

Ortitm. God’s so, look, look j what’s she 1 

BdU The dancing bear, a pretty well-favoured little 
woman. 

Ftdl. They say, but I know not, that she was a 
bawd, and was frighted out of lier wits by fir^. 

B^. May we talk with ’em, Master Fullmqpn 1 

Full. Yes, and you will. I must look about, for I 
have unruly tenants. [Exit. 

Bell. What have you in this paper, honest friend I 

Green. Is this he has all manner 'of languages, yet 
speedcs none? 

Bated. How do you, Sir Andrew 1 will you send for 
some aquavitsB for me ? I have had no drink never 
since the last great rain that fell. 

Bell. No ! that’s a lie. 

Bawd. Nay, by gad then you lie, for all y* are Sir 
Andrew. I was a dapper rogue in Portingal voyage,^ 
not an inch broad at the heel, and yet thus high; X 

> That in 1589, of Sir Francis Drake.-^Drcs. 
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acomedy I can tell you, to be drunk >vith rain-water 
then, sir, in those golden and silver days; 1 had sweet 
bits then, Sir Andrew. How do you, good brother« 
Timothy f 

BeiZ. You have been in much trouble since that voyagel 

Bmcd. Never in Bridewell, I protest, as I'm a virgin, 
for I could never abide that Bridewell, I protest I 
was once sick, and I took my water in a basket, and 
carried it to a doctor's. 

Philip, In a basket! 

Bawd, Yes,sir: you arrant fool,there was a urinal in it 

Philip. I cry you mercy. 

Bawd. The doctor told me I was with child. How 
many lords, knights, gentlemen, citizens, and others, 
promised me to be godfathers to that child ! 'tu’us not 
God's will: ihe prentices made a riot upon my glass 
windows, the Shrove-Tuesday following,* and I miscar¬ 
ried. 

Omnett.^0^ do not weep ! 

Boxed, I ha’ cause to weep; I trust gentlewomen their 
dietsometimes a fortnight, lend gentlemen holland shirts, 
and they sweat 'em out at tennis, and no restitution, 
and no restitution. But I’ll take a new order; I will 
have but six stewed prunes in a dish and sense of Mother 
Wall's® cakes; for my best customers are tailors. 

Omne$. Tailors! ha, ha! 

Bawd. Ay, tailors: give me your London prentice ; 
your countxy gentlemen are grown too politick. 

^ The peace officers who on Shrove-Toesday went to search 
for booses of in fame, were always accompanied W the 
'preorices of London, whoee virtnous indigpoation manifested 
itssU to most anpeaoefol form. ® A noted pastry-cook. 

m. L R 
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Bdl, But what aay you to tuoh young gentleiaea as 
these arcl 

Bawd. Foh! they, as soon os they come to their 
lamlS) get up to London, and like squibs that itm upon 
lines, they keep up a spitting of fire and cracking till 
they ha* spent all; and when my squib is out, what 
says his punk ? foh, he stinks ! \^ng$* 

Methought this other night I saw a pretty sight 
Which pleased me much, 

A Citmely country maid, not squeamish nor afraid 
To let gentlemen touch ; 

1 sold her maidenhead once, and I sold her maddenhead 
twice. 

And I sold it last to an alderman of York, 

And then I had sold it thrice. 

Mm. You sing scurvily. 

Bawd. Marry, muff, sing thou better, for 1*11 go sleep 
my old sleeps. [Jhrtf. 

BeJL What are you adoing, my friend ! 

Mm. Pricking, pricking. 

Bell. What do you mean by pricking t 

Mm. A gentlemandike quality. 

Bell. This fellow is somewhat prouder and auUener 
than the oUier, 

May. O, 80 be most of your musicians. 

Mm. Are my teeth rotten 1 

Omnen Ko, eir. 

Mm. Then I am no comfit-maker, nor vintner: I do 
not get wenches in my drink. Are you a musician I 

Bell Yea. 

Mm. We’il be sworn brothets^ then, look you, twed 
n^e. ^ 
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Qreen, God's so, now I think upon% a jest is crept 
into mj head: steal away, if you love me. 

Eacemt ail hd Bellamont and Muetieian. Mwirian 

Mu$. Was ever any merchant's hand set better T I 
set it Walk, I’m a cold: this white satin is too thin 
unless it lie cut, for then the sun enters. Can you 
speak Italian too ? saj)ete Italiano 1 

BdL Un poco. 

Mu$. 'Sblood, if it be in you, I’ll poke it out of you: 
un poco ’ Come, march 1 lie here with me but till the 
fall of the leaf, and if you have but poco Italiano in 
you, 111 fill you full of more poco: march. 

Bdl. Gome on. [Exeunt. 

Enter Mayberry, Grebkhbield, Philip, FuLi^MCKiN, 
i.£VERi»oor^ afui Chahtijcy. 

Green. Good Master Mayberry, Philip, if you be kind 
jgentlemcn, uphold the jest: your whole voyage is {>aid 
for. * 

Hay Follow it, then. 

Full. The old gentleman, say you t why, he talked 
even now as well ift his wits as I do myself, and looked 
AS wisely. 

Green. No matter how he talks, but his pericranion’s 
perished. 

Full Where is he, pray t 

Philip. Marry, with the musician, and is madder by 
this lame. 

Chart. He’s an excellent musician himself, you must 
note that. 

Hay, And having met one fit for his own tooth, you 
see^ £e skips from as. 
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Green. The troth is, Master FoUmoon, divers trains 
have been laid to bring him hither without gaping of 
people, and never any took effect till now. 

Full. How fell he mad 1 

Green. For a woman, look you, sir. Here’s a crown, 
to provide his supper. He’s a gentleman of a very good 
house: you shall l)o paid well if you convert him. To¬ 
morrow morning Mding and a gown shall be sent in, 
and wood and coal. 

Full. Nay, sir, he must ha’ no fire. 

Green. No ? why, look what straw you buy for him 
shall return you a whole harvest. 

Oninee. Let his straw be fresh and sweet, we beseech 
you, sir. 

Green. Get a couple of your sturdiest fellows, and 
bind him, 1 pray, whilst we slip out of his sight. 

Full, rii hamper him, 1 warrant, gentlemen. \EeU. 

Omnes. Excellent. ^ 

May. But how will my noble poet take it at my 
hands, to betray him thus I 

0}ttnes. Fob, ’tis but a jest. He comes. 

Enter Musician and Bkllamont. 

Bell. Perdonate mi, si io dimando del vostro notne.— 
O, whither shrunk you 7 1 have had such a mad dia* 
logue here. 

Omjm. We ha’ been with the other mad folks. 

May. And what says he and his prick-aongl 

Bdl. We were up to the ears in Italian i’ faith. 

Onmes. In Italian! 0 good Master Bellamont, lePa 
bear him. 
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EfUer Fullmoon and im Kbspbrs. Exeunt aU hd 

theae^ awl Bbllabont. 

Belt How now! ’sdeath, what do you mean 1 are you 
madf 

/W/. Away, sirrah.—Bind him; hold fast—Tou 
want a wench, sirrah, do you t 

Bdl. What wench 1 will you take mine arms from 
me, being no heralds ? let go, you dogs. 

Full. Bind him.—Be quiet: eome, come, dogs I fie, 
and a gentleman! 

Bdl. Master Mayberry, Philip, Master Mayberry, 
uds foot! 

Full. I’ll bring you a wench: are you mad for a 
wench 1 

Bell. J hold my life my comrades have put this fool's 
cap upon thy head, to gull me: I smell it now. Why, 
do you hear, Fullmoon, let mo loose, for I’m not mad; 
I'm not Inad, by Jesu. 

Full. Ask the gentlemen that. 

Bell. By th’ Lord I’m as well in my wits as any man 
i' th’ house, and this is a trick put upon thee by these 
gallants in pure knavery. 

Full, m try that; answer me to this question—loose 
his arms a little—look you, sir; three geese nine pence, 
every goose three pence, what’s that a goose, roundly, 
roundly, one with another 1 

BeH ’Sfoot, do you bring your geese for me to cut 
up t [StriJtee him mmeUy, and Hcki him 

Enter aU. 

4mnee. Hold, hold '—Bind him, Master FuUmoon. 

Full. Bind him you: he has paid me all. I’ll have 
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none of his bonds, not 1, unless I could recover them 
better. 

Oreen, Have 1 given it you, master poet t did the 
lime-bush takel 

May. It was his warrant sent thee to Bedlam, old 
Jack Bellamont: and, Master FuU-i’-th'-moon, our war* 
rant discharges him. Poet, we’ll all ride upon thee to 
Ware, and liack again, I fear, to thy cost. 

Bell. If you do, I must bear you. Thank you, Mas* 
ter Greenshield, I will not die in your debt. Farewell, 
you mad rascals. To horse, come. ’Twas well done, 
•^twas well done. You may laugh, you shall laugh, 
gentlemen. If the gudgeon had lieen swallowed by one 
of you it had been vile, but by gad ’tis nothing, for 
your best jicets, indeed, are mad for the most part 
Farewell, goodman Fullmoon. 

Full. I^y, gentlemen, if you come by, call in. 

Bdl. Yes, yes, when tliey are mad. Horae yourselves 
now, if you be men. * 

May. Ho gallop must that after women rides; 

Get our wives out of town, they take long strides. 


ACT V.— Scene I. 

Enter I^Iayberby an*i Bbixamont. 

Mayberry. 

UT why have you brought us to the wrong 
inn, and withal possessed Greenshield that 
my wife is not in town, when my {ttoject 
was, that I would have brought him up into the diam* 
her where young Featheistone and his wife lay, an^so 
his artillery should have recoiled into his own boeomf 
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Bell, O, it wiii fall out far better: you ahall see my 
tevenge will have a more neat and unexpected convey^ 
inee. He hath been all up and down the town to on- 
quire for a Londoner's wife: none such is to be founds 
for I have mewed your wife up already. Marry, he 
hears of a Yorkshire gentlewoman at next inn, and that's 
all the commodity Ware afToitls at tliis instant. Kow, 
air, he very politickly imagines that your wife is roilo to 
Puckeridge, five mile further, for, saith he, in such a 
town where hosts will be familiar, and tapsters saucy, 
and chamberlains worse than thieves' intelligencers, 
they*!! never put foot out of stirrup; either at Pucker- 
idge or Wade’s-Mill, saith he, you shall find them; and 
because our horses are weary, he’s gone to take up post 
horses. Jdy counsel is only this,^—when he comes in, 
feign yourself very melancholy, swear you will ride 
no farther; and this is your part of the comedy : the 
sequel ei the jest ahall come like money bc»rrowed of a 
courtier, and paid within the day, a thing strange and 
unexpected. 

ifay. Enough, I ha't. 

Sen. He comes. 

Enter Grsbnshield. 

. Orem, Ck)me, gallants, the p<»Ht>homes are ready; 
'tie but a quarter of an hour's riding; we’ll ferret them 
and firk them, in faith. 

Bdl, Arft they grown politick! when do you see 
honesty covet comers, or a gentleman that's no thief lie 
in the inn of a carrier t 

•May, Kothing hath undone my wife but too much 
tiding. 
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BdL She was a pretty piece of a poet indeed, and in 
her discourse would, as many of your goldsmiths* wiTea 
do, draw her simile from precious stones so wittily, as 
redder than your ruby, harder than your diamond, and 
so from stone to stone in less time than a man can draw 
on a strait boot, os if she had been an excellent lapidaiy. 

OreetL Come, will you to horse, air 1 

May. Ko, let her go to the devil an* she wilt 1*11 
not stir a foot further. 

Green. God*8 precious, is’t come to this 1 Persuade 
him, as you are a gentleman: there will be ballads 
made of him, and the burthen thereof will be,— 

If you had rode out five mile forward, 

He had found the fatal house of Brainford northward, 

O hone, hone, hone, 0 nonero. 

Bell. You are merry, sir. 

Green. Like your citizen, 1 never think of my debts, 
when I am a horseback. 

BeU. You imagine you are riding from your cfeditoia. 

Green. Good in &ith. Will you to horse t 

May, 1*11 ride no further. 

Green. Then 1*11 discharge the postmaster. Was*t 
not a pretty wit of mine, master poet, to have had him 
rode into Puckeridge with a horn before him 1 ha, was*t 
notl 

Be//. Good sooth, excellent; 1 was dull in apprehend* 
ing it But come, since we must stay, we*ll be meny. 
Chamberlain, call in the music, bid the tapsters said 
maids come up and dance: what! we*ll make a n^t 
of it 

EtUer Tapstkbs, 

Hark you, masters, I have an excellent jest to mahs 
old Mayberry merry: 'afoot W6*U have him meny. 
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ffr 0 em Let’s make him drunk then: a simple catch- 
ing wit I! 

Sell Go thy ways: 1 know a nobleman would take 
such a delight in thee. 

Greens Why, so he would in his fool. 

Before God, but he would make a difierence: 
he would keep you in satin. But as 1 was a saying, 
well have him meny. His wife is gone to Puckeridge: 
*tis a wench makes him melancholy, 'tis a wench must 
make him raeriy: we must help him to a wench. When 
your citisen comes into his inn, wet an<l cold, dropping, 
either the hostess or one of her maids warms his bed, 
pulls on his night cap, cuts his coma, puts out the can¬ 
dle, bids him command nught^ if he want aught; and 
so after, master cittner sleeps as quietly as if he lay in 
his own low-country of Holland, liis own linen, 1 mean, 
sir. We must have a wench for him. 

Green, But where's tliis wench to be found 1 here 
are all the moveable petticoats of the house. 

Bdl At the next inn there lodged to-night- 

Green, God’s precious, a Yorkshire gentlewoman. I 
ba’t, I’ll angle for her presently : we’ll have him merry, 

BeJI. Procure some chamberlain to (Hinder for you. 

Green, No, I'll be pander myself, because we’ll be 
meny. 

Bell. Will you, will you t 

Green. But how! be a pander! as I am a gentleman 
that were horrible. I'll thrust myself into the outside^ 
of a falconer in town here; and now I think on't, there 
are a company of country players that are come to town 
here, shall furnish me with hair and beard. If I do 
li#t bring her!—^well be wondrous meny. 

> Disgiiise. 
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Beil, AI)out it: look you, sir, though she bear her 
far aloof, and her body out of distance, so her mind be 
coming, ’tis no matter. 

Orem. Oet old Mayberry merry. That any matt 
should take to heart thus the downfal of a woman! I 
think when he comes home, poor snail, he’ll not dare to 
peep forth of d(X>rs lest his horns usher him.^ [EMt 

Bell, Go thy ways. Tliere be more in England wear 
large ears and horns than stags and iisscs. Excellent 1 
he rides post with a halter round his neck. 

Enter Maybwuiy.* 

May. How now ) will’t take 1 

Bell. Beyond ex()ectatiou. I have persuaded him the 
only way to make you merry is to help you to a wench, 
and the fool is gone to i)auder his own wife hither. 

May. Why, he’ll know her. 

Bell. She hath l)een masked ever since she came into 
the inn for fear of discovery. 

May. Then she’ll know him. 

Bell. For that his own unfortunate wit helped my 
lazy invention, for he hath disguised himself like a 
falconer in town here, hoping in that procuring shape 
to do more good upon her than in the outeido of a gen¬ 
tleman. 

May, Young Featheratone will know him. 

BelL He’s gone into the town, and will not retnxa 
this half hour. 

Maym Excellent, if she would come! 

BdL Nay, upon my life shell come. Wlien ^ 
enters, remember some of your young blood, talk 
* Precede him. * Sailed by jpyoe^ 
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some of your gallant commoners \vill) dice and drink 
fmly. Do not call for sack, lest it betray the coldiieas 
of your manhood, but fetch a caper novr and then, to 
make the gold chink in your {KKikets; ay, so. 

May, Ha, old jioet, let’s once stand to it for the credit 
of Milk>atreet! Is iny wife acquainted with this 1 

BdL She’s [Perfect, and will come out u|k)ii her cue, 
I warrant you. 

May, Good wenches, in faith. Fill's some more 
sack here. 

Bell, God’s precious, do not call for sack by any means. 

May, Why then give us a whole lordship for life in 
Ehenish, with the reversion in sugar. 

BeU, Excellent. 

May, it were not amiss if we were dancing. 

Beil. Out iqK>n't, 1 shall never do it 

Enter Grebnshiklo, ditujuUcfl^ with Mistress Guken- 
* SHIELD (manhefl). 

Green. Out of mine nostrils, tapstcjr; thou smellest, 
like Guildhall two days after Bimoii and Jude,i of drink 
most horribly. OH* with thy mask, sweet sinner of the 
nortii; these masks are foils to g^xsi f^ces, and to had 
ones they are like new satin outsides to lousy linings. 

Kate, O, by no means, sir. Your merchant will not 
open a whole piece to his best customer; he that buys 
a woman must take her as she falla I’ll unmask my 
hand ; here's the sample. 

Green. Go to, then, old poet. I have ta’em her up 
aiieady as a pinnace bound for the straits: she knows 
burden yonder. 

■ Old Lord Mayor^s day. 
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Bdl. r^ady, you are livelcome. Yon is the old gentle- 
man^and observe him, he’s not one of your fat cify 
chuffs, whose great belly argues that the felicity of his 
life consists in capon, sack, and sincere lionesty, but a 
, lean, spare, >x>untiful gallant, one that hath an old wife 
and a young performance; whose reward is not the rate 
of a captain newly come out of the I^w-countries, or a 
Yorkshire attorney in good contentious practice, some 
angel no, the pro][M)rtion of your wealthy citizen to 
his wench is her chamber, lier diet, her physic, her 
apparel, her painting, her monkey, her pander, her every 
thing. You’ll say your young gentleman is your only 
service, that lies before you like a calfs head, with his 
brains some half yard from him; but, I assure you, 
they must not only have variety of foolery, but also of 
wenches; whereas your conscionable greyl)eard of Far- 
ringdon-within will keep himself to the ruins of one 
cast waiting-woman an age, and perhaps, when l^e’s past 
all other good works, to wipe out false weights and 
twenty i’ th’ hundred, many her. 

Oreen. O, well bowled, Tom !* we have precedentsfo/t 
Kate., But I have a husband, sir. 

Bell. You have ! If the knave thy husband he rich, 
make him poor, that he may borrow money of Uiis mer^ 
chant, and be laid up in the Counter or Ludgate; so it 
shall be conscience in your old gentleman, when he hath 
seized all thy goods, to take the horn and maintain thee^ 
Green. O, well bowled, Tom! we have precedents fo/t 
Kale. Well, if you be not a nobleman, you are some 
great valiant gentleman by your breath, and the fashion 

* A proverbial expression.* 


The coin, so called. 
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of your beard, and do but thus to make the citizen 
meny, because you owe him some money. 

Sell, 0, you are a wag. 

May, You are very welcome. 

Green, He ia ta’en; excellent* excellent! there’s one 
will make him merry. la it any imputation to help 
one’s friend to a wench 7 

Bell. No more than at my lord’s entreaty to help my 
lady to a pretty waiting woman. If he had given you 
a gelding, or the reversion of some monopoly, or a new 
suit of satin, to have done this, happily your satin would 
have smelt of the pander; but what’s done freely, comes, 
like a present to an old lady, without any reward; and 
what is done without any reward, comes, like wounds to 
a soldier, ^cry honountbly, notwithstanding. 

May. This is my breeding, gentlewoman: and whither 
travel you t 

. JCale^ To London, sir, as the old talc goes, to seek my 
fortune. 

May. Shall I be your fortune, lady ? 

Rate. O panlon me, sir; I’ll have some young landed 
heir to be my fortune, for they favour she fofjls more 
than citizens. 

May. Are you married ? 

RcUe. Yes, but my husband is m garrison i’ th’ Low- 
countries,is his colonel’s bawd,and his captuin’ls jester;' 
he sent me word over that he will thrive, for though 
his apparel lie i’ th* Lumbard,^ he keeps his conscience 
i* th’ moster^book. 

L «. at the pawnbrokers, whose sign of the Three Balia 
repreaeoh^ the old aims ol Lombardy. 
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May. He may do liie country good service, lady. 

Kaie. Ay, os many of your captains do, that fights as 
the geese saved the Capitol, only with prattling. Well, 
well, if I were in some nobleman's hands now, may be 
he would not take a thousand pounds for me. 

May. Nol 

Kate. No, sir; and yet may l>e at year's end would 
give me a brace of hmidreth [X>und8 to marry me to 
his baily or the solicitor of his law-suits—Who’s this^ 
1 beseech you 1 

Enter Mistress Matberrt, her hair looee^ tviih 

the Hostess. 

Hoat. I pray you, forsooth, be patient. 

Bdl. Passion of my heart, Mistress ^layberry 1 

[Ejceu7if Fiddlers. 

Green. Now will she put some notable trick upon her 
cuckoldly husband. 

May. Why, how now, wife, what means this, fia 1 

Mist. May. Well, I am very well. O my unfortunate 
parents, would you had buried me quick, when you 
linked me to this misery! 

Maij. 0 wife, be patient! I liave more cause to rail, 
wife. 

Miet. May. You have! prove it, prove it Where’s 
the courtier you should have ta’en in my bosom f Ill 
spit my gall in’s face, that can tax me of any d^on* 
our. Have I lost the pleasure of mine eyes, the sweets 
of my youth, the wishes of my blood, and the portion of 
my friends, to be thus dishonoured, to be reputed vile 
in London, whilst my husband (wepares common diseasee 
for me at Ware 1 0 God, O God! 
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Ml. \aiide\ Prettily well disaemMed. 

Ho§L As 1 am true hostess, you are to blame, siL 
What are you, masters 1 PU know what you are, afore 
you depart, masters. Dost thou leave thy chamber iu 
an honest inn, to come and inveigle my customers t 
And you had sent for me up, and kissed mo and used 
me like an hostess, ’twould never have grieved me ,* 
but to do it to a stronger ! 

Kate. I’ll leave you, sir. 

May. Stay,—Why, how now, sweet gentlewoman, 
cannot I come forth to breathe inyKoif, but I must be 
haunted t Kail u{>on old Beilainont, that he may dis¬ 
cover them: you remeralicr Featherstone, Grecnshiold t 

Miet. May. I rememl)er them ? Ay, they are two as 
cog^n^^ dishonourable, damned, forsworn, lieggarly 
gentlemen, as are in all Ix>ndon ^ and there's a reverend 
old gentleman, too, your {mruler, in my conscience. 

Bdl. Lady, I will not, as the (»ld g^MIs were wont, 
swear b^ the infernal Styx; but by all the mingled 
wine in the cellar lameath, and the smoke of tobacco 
that bath fumed over the vessels, I did not procure your 
husband this banqueting dish of bucket.^ Liok you, 
behold the parenthesis. 

Hogt. Nay, 1*11 see your face, too. 

Kate, [unmaekeif] My dear unkiitd husTmnd, I protest 
to thee 1 have played this knavish part only to be witty. 

OreoL That I might be presently turned into a 
matter more solid than horn, into marble 1 

Your husband, gentlewoman! why, he never 
was a soldier. 

Ay, bat a lady got him prickt for a captain. I 
^ SwheUf dried sweetmeats, er tagar-plams. 
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wanant you he will answer to the name of ciptaui» 
though he be none t like a lady that will not think 
scorn to answer to the name of her first husl)andf though 
he were a soap-boiler. 

Green, Hang off, thou devil, away. 

KaJte, Ko, no, you fled me t'other day ; 

When I was with child you ran away, 

But since I have caught you now— 

Green. A pox of your wit and your singing. 

Bdl. Kay, look you, sir, she must sing, because well 
be merxy: 

What though you rode not five mile forward. 

You have found that fatal house at Brainford northward, 
0 hono hono nanero. 

Grem, God refuse me! gentlemen, you may laugh and 
be merry, but I am a cuckold, and I think you knew of it, 
—Who lay i' th’ segs with you to-night, wild duckt 

Kate. Nobody with me, as 1 shall be saved; but Mas¬ 
ter Featherstone came to meet me as far as Royi&on, 

Green. Featherstone! 

May. See, the hawk that first stooped my pheasant 
is killed by the spaniel that first sprang all of our side, 
wife. 

BeU. Twas a pretty wit of you, sir, to have had him rode 
into Puckeridge with a horn before him; ha, was't not! 

Green. Good. 

BeR. Or where a citizen keeps his house, you know, 
'tis not as a gentleman keeps his chamber, for debt, but, 
as you said even now very wisely, lest his horns should 
usher him. 

Green. Very good. Featherstone, he comes. 
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Enter Featherstone. 

Featli, Luke GrecnshieUl, Master Mayberry, okl |)oet, 
Moll and Kate, most happily cncoinittn'ed ; uds life, how 
came you hither t by my life, the man looks pale. 

Oree^u You arc a villain, and I’ll make *t good upon 
you: I am no servinginan to feetl upon your reversion, 

Fe(tth. Go to tlie ordinary, then. 

Belt. This is his onlinnry, sir; and in this she is like a 
London ordinary, her Iwst getting comes by the Ik)x.^ 

Orem, You are a damned villain. 

Feath. O, by no means. 

Green. Nol Uds life. I’ll go instantly, take a purse, bo 
apprehended, and hanged for’t. Iw’ttcr than Iw a cuckold. 

Feath. Ikst first make your confession, sirrah. 

Green, ’Iis this; thou hast not used luc like a gen¬ 
tleman. 

Feath. A gentleman ! thou a gontleman ! tliou art a 
tailor. • 

Bell. ’Ware peaching I 

Feath, No, sirrah, if you will confess aught, tell how 
thou hast wronged that virtuous gentlewoman: how thou 
layest at her two year together, to make her dishonest: 
how thou wouldest send me thither with letters: how 
duly thou wouldest watch tlie citizens’ wives’ vacation,, 
which is twice a day, namely the exchange time, twelve 
at noon, and six at night: and where she refused thy 
importunity, and vowed to tell her husband, thou 
wouldest fall down upon thy knees, and entreat her for 
the love of heaven, if not to ease thy violent affection, 
at least to conceal to which her pity and simple vir* 

^ ^ Qnere, hy box or club'dioiiers. 
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tue consented; how thou tookest her wedding ting frcnn 
her; met these two gentlemen at Ware; feigned ft 
quarrel; and the rest is apparent. This only remains; 
. what wrong the poor gentlewoman hath since received 
by our intolerable lie, I am most heartily sorry for, and 
to thy bosom will maintain all 1 have said to be honest. 

May. Victory, wife! thou art quit by proclamation, 

Bell. Sir, you are an honest man : I have known an 
arrant thief for peaching made an officer: give me your 
hand, sir. 

Kate. O filtliy, abominable husljand, did you all this t 

May. Certainly lie is no captain ; he blushes. 

Mint. May. Speak, sir, did you ever know me answer 
your wishes? 

Green. You are honest; very virtuously honest. 

Mist. May. 1 will tlien no longer be a loose woman. 
I have at my husband’s plciusure ta’en upon me tliis 
habit of jealousy. I’m sorry for you: virtue glories 
not in the sjxiil, but in the victory. 

Belt. How say you by that g<K)dly sentence 1 Look 
you, sir, you gallants visit citizens’ houses, as the Span> 
iard first sailed to the Indies: you pretend buying of 
wares or selling of lands; but the end proves ’tia no> 
thing but for discovery and conquest of their wives for 
better maintenance. Why look you, was he aware of 
those broken patience^ when you met him at Wore and 
possessed him of the downfall of his wife ? You are a 
cuckold; ^ou have pandered your own wife to this 
gentleman; better men have done it, honest Tom, we 
have precedenta for \ Hie you to London. What is 

> Perhaps there is a |day opon words intoided, in uwttm 
and Wore, and in hrohm aita but what paUme* 

means, who shall say T 



mUTWrARD HOE, 


259 


6C. I,] 

more CsUiolic^ i’ the city than for huslianda daily to 
forgive the nightly sins of their bedfellovra 1 If you 
like not tliat course but intend to lie rid of lier, rifle her 
at a tavern,^ where you may swallow down some flfty 
wiseacres* sons and heirs to old tciieruents and common 
gardens, like so many raw yolks with muscailine to 
bedward. 

0 Kaie, O fllthy knave, dost compare a woman of niy 
carriage to a horse 1 

Belf. And no dispamgeiiient ; for a woman to have a 
high forehead, a quick ear, a full eye, a wide nostril, a 
sleek skin, a straight back, a niund hip, and ho forth, is 
most comely. 

Jiafe. But is a great lielly comely in a horse, sii t 

Jfei/. NOf lady. 

JCate. And what think you of it m a woman, I pray 
you 1 

Bell, Certainly I am put down at my oan weajion; 1 
therefore^recaiit the rifling. No, there is a new trade 
come up for cost gentlewomen, (d periwig-making; let 
your wife set up i’ th’ Strand ! and yet I doubt whether 
she'may or no, for they say tli© women have got it to be 
a corporation. If you can, you may make goo<i use of 
it, for you shall have as good a coming in by hair (though 
it be but a falling commodity), and by other foolish 
tiring, as any between SL Clement’s and Charing. 

Feaih, Now you have run yourself out of breath, bear 
me. 1 protest the gentlewoman is honest; and since 1 
have wronged her reputation in meeting her thus pri¬ 
vately, I’ll maintaiii her. Wilt thou hang at my pursi^ 
Ka|^ Eke a pair of Barbary buttons, to open when 'tis 
fuB, and close when ’tis empty t 

^ UoivenaL * R^—An old form of 
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Kate. I'll be div orced, by this Cbristain element: and 
l)ecau 0 e thou tbinkest thou art a cuckold, lest 1 should 
make thee an infidel in causing thee to believe an un¬ 
truth, ril make th^e a cuckold. 

Belt. Excellent wench. 

Feath. Come, let's go, sweet; the nag I ride upon 
liears double : Ave’ll to London. 

Mat/. Do not bit** }our thumbs, sir.' 

Kate. Bite hi^ thumb I Til make him 
** Do a thing worse than this; 

Come love me whereas 1 lay;”— 

Feath. AVbat, Kate? 

Kat^^ “ He sliall father a child is none of his, 

0, the clean contrary way.” ^ 

Feath. C* lusty Kate 1 [Ej-eunt, 

May. Methouglit he said even now you were a tailor. 

Green You shall hear more of that hereafter. I'll 
make Ware and him stink ei*e ho goes. If I l>c^a tailor, 
the rogue s naked weajion shall not fright me: I'll beat 
him and my wife l>oth out a’ th’ town with a tailor's yard. 

May. O valiant Sir Tristram ' room there ! \Exii, 

Enter Philip, Lbveri*ool, ami Chartlby. 

Phil. Ne^Ys, father, nK»st strange news out of the 
Low-countries: your good lady and mistress, that set 
you to ivork utK>n a dozen of cheese trenchers, is new 
lighted at the next inn, and the old venerable gentle¬ 
man, her father, with her. 

Befl. Let tlie gates of our inn be locked up, doeer 
than a nobleman's gates at dinner time. 

* A form of cmiteiniitiioai dsfiasoe. 

* Lanes from an old song. 
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Oumef. Wliy, sir, why 1 

BefL If she enter hero, the house will Ik* infecteil: 
the plague is not half so Uangoious as a hhe hornet. 
Philip, this is your hliuflhng a’ the <^jrtiH, lo turn up her 
for the liotUnn eanl at AYure. 

PhtL Xo, as I'm virtuous, sir: iisk tin* two geutlemcii. 

Lear. No, in troth, sir. She toM u^-, that imjuiring 
at Lomlon for you or your kui, >‘>ur m in thalked out 
her wav to AVare, 

•r 

BOJ. I Would AA^ire miglit idiok** em hoth I Mastei 
Afayberry, iny horM* and I will tak'* otir leaves of you ; 
I'll to lledlam again latlier than htav lieh\ 

M(uj. Sliall a uoman make ther Ih tliy country'/ 
Stay, stand t»> her, though nlie wmv greater tha" Pope 
Joan. AYi . arc tliy hniins coiyniJiig for, my poi tical 
l>av-leaf eatei 1 

JiO!, For a sprite a’ the butteiy, that duill make us 
all druijk with mirth, if I can iai-e it Stay, the 
clucken is m»t fully hatched * hit,* 1 lM-.* «*eh iJiee ; w, 
come. AA’^ill you Is* secret, gentlemen, and ashislmg? 

Omni't‘. AVilh brown bills,' if ^on ihink gooil. 

B*'B. AA’bat will )o!i say if by hono* lri< k w’o put this 
little hornet into Fcaiheistone's ikud marry 'em 

togethert 

Ownef>, Full! ’ti« iini»osHiblc. 

BOL Most jK>Mihle. Pll to my Irencherovoman ; let 

* 1 . e. crack the shell. 

® Bill, a kind of pike, a hall^ert, formerly carried by the 
English infantrj', and afterwards tlie usual wcsafjoti of 
watchmen.—Haixiwwj.. '* Brown lulls ’ are freciuently 
mentioned by owr writers, on well os brown swords; for 
alters were not then careful to preserve their jfxdudi^.— 
FaiKHOLT, OM Contume. 
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me alone for dealing with her: Featheretone, gentle* 
men, Bhali be your patient. 

How, bowl 

Beli. Tbuh. I will close w'ith this country pedlar. 
Mistress lJ>orotliy,\hat travels ujj and dow'ii, to exchange 
pins for coneyskins, very lovingly; she shall eat of 
nothing hut sMoctineats in niy c(impany, good words, 
whose taste wlieii she likes, tia 1 know she will, then 
will 1 play upon her with this artillery :—that a very 
proper man and a great heir, naming Featherstone, spied 
her from a wundow, when she lighted at her inn, is 
extrcmelv fallen in love with her, vows to make her 
his wife, if it stand to lier good liking, even in Ware; 
but being, as most of your young gentlemen arc, some* 
what bashful, and ashamed to venture upon a 
woman- 

Mat/, City and suburlw can justify it: so, sir. 

Reif. He sends me, lieing an old friend, to undermine 
for him. I'll so whet the wencli’s stomach, a^d make 
her so hungry, that she shall have an appetite to him, 
fear it not Greensliiold shall iiave a hand in it too 
and, to 1)6 revenged of his partner, will, I know, strike 
with any weapon. 

L^m\ But is Featherstone of any means! else yott 
undo him and lier. 

Mat/. He has land lietween Fulham and London: ho 
would have made it over to me.* To your chai|^e, poet: 
give you the assault upon her, and send but Featheis 
stone to me, I'll hang him by the gills. 

Bell. He’s not yet horsed, sure. Philip, go thy way% 
give hre to him, and send him hither with a powder 
presently. 

Phil, He’s blown up already, [£i3r. 



sai.] NORTHWARD HOE. 263 

Bell. Gontlemeii, 3 'oiril stick to the device, and look 
to your 'plot ? 

Omtm. Most iwctically : away to j'out quarter. 

Ayo^ march 1 I will cjwt m\" rider, gnllaiita. I 
hope 3 ‘ou see who shall pa\’ ftur our voyage. [£>tY. 

Enkr PiiiMi* and Featheiwtoxk. 

May. Thatmu^the tluit comc.shere,-—MiwterFeather- 
stone, O, Master Featlieratono, j’ou ma)^ now make 
your fortunes weigh ten stone of feathers more than 
ever they did ' Icwip hut into the sudtlle now, that stands 
emptt' for you, you are matle forevei, 

[rtafV^>] An ass, I’ll Ik* sworn. 

Fmfh. HoWjJfor (hwl’s sake, how ? 

May. 1 Avould you had what 1 could tvish yi'U ! I 
love you, and hecausc you shall ho sure to know whore 
my h>ve dwelh, look 3 ’ou, sir, it hangs out at this sign: 
you shall pray for Ware, when Ware is dead and rotten. 
Look you, sir, there i.s as pretty a little pinnace struck 
sail hereby, and come in lahdy I —she’s iny kinswoman, 
my fathers y'oungest 8 ist<*r, a ward ; her jwrtion, three 
thonsaud ; her hojws, if her grannam die without issue, 
better. 

ft 

Eeaili. Very goo<l, sir. 

May, Her guardian gm-ii alsmt to man*)' her to a atone 
cutter; and rather than she’ll l>c subject to such a fel¬ 
low, she’ll die a martyr: will yon have all out 1 *She’§ 
nin away, is here at an inn i’ th’ town. What parts 
soever you have played with me, 1 see go<xl parts in 
vofU; and if you now will catch time’s hair ^ that’s put 
into your hand, you shall clap her up presently*. 

* Feath. Is she young, and a pretty wench t 

* i. e, time’s ybnefMrit. 
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Lever, Few citizens’ wives ar^tke her. 

Phil, Young ! why, I warrant sixteen hath scarce 
gone over her. 

Fmfh, ’S foot, whei*<‘ is s}h* ? If I like her person¬ 
age .as well as I like that which y<ni say l>elongs to her 
I)eBsonngp, I’ll stand thruiinning of caps no longer, but 
hoard your j>innac‘e whilst ’tis hoL 

May. Away then wit h tlies(‘ gontlenien, with a French 
gallop, and to her > l*hilip here shall run fona priest, 
and despatch yfni. 

Feat/l. Will you, gallants, go along 1 Wo may be 
nmiTie<l in a chainlHjr for fear of hue and cry after hir, 
and some of the company sliall keep the floor. H 

May. Assure your soul slie will he followeil: away, 
tlicr(d«»re. [EjvNnf f/ir ofhf r/i] lie’s in tlie Curtian 
gulf and swallowed, luu'^f* and man. lie will have 
somelK^dy keep the door for him I alie’ll look to that 
I am younger than 1 was two nights ago ff>i this physic. 
How now ? 

Eriier Captakv, Allltm, Haws, and ofheri^f hooted, 

Cai4. God pless you, is ther<* not an arrant scurvy 
tmb in your company, that is a .gentlewoman bom, sur, 
and can tawg Welch, ami I>utch, and any tongue in 
your head 1 

May. How so? Drains in my coinjuuiy ! do I look 
like adralMlriverl 

Ca}d, The trab will tlrive you, if she put you before 
her, into a pench-hole.' 

AUuni, Is not a gentleman here, one master Belhh 
niont sir, of your company 1 

^ Ptnrh —1. e. the hole in the centre of the bench by whidi 
It was lifted. 
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May. 'Y<?s, yes: oonie you from lAUhlon ? lie’ll be 
here presently. 

Oipi. \Vi}l he? lawstui ^ this oinnn huiiUnt hin tail, 
like yemr little goats in Wales follow tln‘*i mother. We 
haTe wamntfl hero from mast or * ..stii e of this shii'e, 
to show no pit}’^ nor mercy to lier: her name is I )oll. 

May. Why, Mr, what ha-s she t^anmilted ? 1 think 

such a creature is T th' town. 

Capt, What has slic* committed ? ouieK, she haseom- 
niitUnl more than inanslawghters, for she has eommitted 
herself, 1 »ck 1 j»hi8s us, to everlasting piison l^iTg’ you, 
sil^shc isa punk : she shifts her loveis (as captains and 
’^elch gentlemen and such), as she does lier treuehers ; 
4when she has well fed ujnui’t, and that tlierc s left 
nothing htu jhare lw»nes, she rails for a dean one, and 
scmjj<'‘a away the first. 


Bbu.amont Ilonvin', ffith 1 »oll /W</e/n////-wi, 
amf Featueiisiove, fBiEENsniEi.n, Kaie, Ihiiur, 
Levehjhkx., and Chak'Ii.kv. 

May. Chuls si>, Master Featherstuie, wliat will you 
dot here’s tliree come from Lfuelon, to feth away the 
gentlewoman with a warrmit. 

Feaih.^ All the Aiarrants in Eurojs* shall not fetch her 
now : she's mine sure enough. W'^hat ha\e you to say 
to her? she’s niy wife. 

Capt. \ ’s hliMxl do you come so far to fish and 
catch frogs ? y>ur wife is a tilt-lsiat; any man or oman 
may go m her for money : she’s a omcycatchor. Wltoro 


^ Look, 
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is my niovi>ab]e goods calle^l a coachi and my two wild 
peasts ? pogs on you, would they had trawn yon to the 
gallows f 

Afhm, I must borrow fifty ixmnd of you, mistresd 
bride. 

Hans, Yau vro, and you make me de gheck, de groet 
fool: you heb mine gelt too ; war is it 1 

Dolt, Out you base scums • eoino you to disgrace me 
in my wedding shoes ? 

Feath, Is this your three-tlioimnd-poiind ward t ye 
told me, sir, she Avas your kinswoman. 

May. Eight, one of mine aunts.* 

Bell, Who pays for the northern voyage now, lads ! 

Green, Why do you not ride before my wife to Lo^ 
don nowl The wooilcot‘k’fl i’ th’ springe. 

Kate, 0 forgive me, dear husband! I will never love 
a man that is worse than hiuiged, as he is. 

May, Now a iiran may have a course in your park t 

Feath. He may, sir. • 

Doll. Never, I protest: 1 will bo as true to thee as 
Ware and WadeVMill are one to another. 

Feath, Well, it’s but my fate. Gentlemen, this is 
my opinion: it’s better to shoot in a bow that lias been 
shot in before, and will never start, than to draw a fair 
new one, that for every arrow will be warping. Comet 
wench, Ave are joined, and all the dogs in France shall 
not part us. I have some lands: those I’ll turn into 
money, to pay you, and you, and any.^ HI pay all 
that 1 can for thee, for I’m sure thou hast paid me. 

Omtm, God give you joy. 

* A cant Usrm, specially for a pr oc u ress, bat, geoecallf 
for a wsmaa of bM character. 

* Any others. 
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May. Come^ let’s be merry. Lie you with your own 
wife, to be sure she shall not walk in her sleep 
A noise ^ of musicians, chain lierlnin ' 

Thi? night let’s l»anquet freely ; come, wc’II dan* 

Our wives to combat i’ th' great bed m Ware 

’ A Bc*t, a [lartc 
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